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MADAM, 

HAVE  now  the  Honour  of  pre- 
fenting  a  Comedy  to  Your  La- 
dyftiip,  which  has  not  in  it  one 
indecent  Expreffion,  nor  one  im¬ 
moral  Thought.  This,  perhaps,  may  give  it 
no  Advantage  on  the  Stage,  fince  it  happens 
to  be  fc  directly  contrary  to  the  ufual  Re- 
prefentations  there;  but  (what  is  a  much 
\  greater  Glory)  it  will  be  the  moil  powerful 
Recommendation  to  the  Favour  and  Protec¬ 
tion  of  Your  Ladyfliip,  and  is  a  Circum- 
ftance  without  which  I  could  never  have 
preium’d  to  offer  it  to  Your  Perufal.  Your 
Ladyihip  has  too  difcerning  and  juft  a  Tafte 

A  i  to 


DEDICATION. 

£0  approve  even  of  the  moffc  witty  Per¬ 
formances,  if  they  have  the  lead  Tendency 
to  corrupt  the  Mind;  and  Your  Candor  is 
fufficient  to  excufe  a  great  many  Defe&s  in 
an  Entertainment  which  employs  no  Arts  to 
pleafe,  but  fuch  as  are  honeft  and  innocent. 

Metiers,  Madam,  is,  properly,  the  Au¬ 
thor  of  this  Play :  for  moft  of  the  Scenes  in  it 
are  tranflated  from  one  or  other  of  his  Come¬ 
dies  ;  and  the  only  little  Merit  I  pretend  to, 
is,  that  of  having  work’d  them  up  into  one 
Plot,  and  made  them  unite  in  carrying  on 
the  fame  Dcfign.  But,  even  this,  I  hope, 
may  be  of  forne  Service  towards  reftoring 
Good  Senfe  and  Decency,  and  help  to  prove 
that  Comedy  may  be  entertaining  without  the 
leaft  mixture  of  Ribaldry  or  Profanenefi;  * 

That  amiable  Goodnefs  and  Humility,  in 
the  mid  ft  of  Courts  and  Grandeur,  for 
which  Your  Ladyfhip  is  fo  defervedly  re¬ 
markable,  have  embolden’d  me  to  make  this 
humble  Offering,  and  feek  for  Shelter  under 
Your  great  Name.  -----  Whither  fhould  the 
Mufes  fly,  but  to  Thole  who  know  them,- 

and  love  them  becaufe  they  know  them  ? _ 

Few,  indeed,  have  a  Tafte  fufficiently  deli¬ 
cate  to  find  a  Pleafure  in  their  Acquain¬ 
tance,  or  Greatnefs  of  Soul  enough  to  give 

them 


DEDICATION. 

them  Prote&ion;  and,  amongft  thofe  Few, 

how  juftiy  do  you  ftand  the  foremofl ! - 

Titles,  Riches,  Dignities,  are  poffefs’d  by 
many  •,  but  to  wear  them  gracefully,  to  en¬ 
joy  them  truly,  unenvy ’d,  belov’d,  rever’d 
by  all,  is  the  peculiar  Happinefs  of  Lady 
Hertiord,  who,  fuperior  as  fee  is  in 
Honours  and  Perfonal  Qualities,  is  ftill  more 
fuperior  in  the  Embellifements  of  the  Mind, 
and  in  the  Pra£tice  of  every  eminent  and 
graceful  Virtue. 

That  Heaven  may  long  blefs  Mankind 
with  fb  bright  a  Pattern  of  real  Worth  and 
true  Greatnefs,  is  the  zealous  Wife  o£ 

Madam, 

Tour  hadyjhifs  mofi  obliged  and 
moji  devoted  humble  Servant, 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr*  MILLS ,  Senior. 


IN  fome  fair  Garden ,  where  the  vernal  Showers 

Have  blefs'd  the  Soil ,  and  rais'd  the  blooming  Flowers , 
the  anxious  Lover  walks  with  curious  Eye , 

And  marks  and  culls  'em  as  he  pajfes  by  $ 

From  each  gay  Border  he  feleffis  the  be  ft. 

And  forms  a  Nofegay  for  his  Flora V  Breafi * 

With  equal  Pleafure ,  and  with  equal  Care, 

From  the  rich  treafurcs  of  the  great  Moliere, 

5 the  Author  of  to-night  has  bore  away 

The  various  Parts  which  form  the  following  Play  % 

No  Merit  to  himfelf  he  dares  to  claim  j 

And  hopes  you'll  think  that  he  deferves  no  Blame » 

But  O  !  'tis  bold,  in  this  cenforious  Age, 
to  dare  to  bring  pure  Nature  on  the  Stage  j 
When  tafte  and  Writing  both  are  funk  fo  low , 
that  nought's  produc'd  or  lik'd  but  Song  and  Shew . 

In  JohnfonV,  Fletcher’x,  and  great  Shakefpear’j  Days,  1 
to  Senfe  and  Virtue  Poets  tun'd  their  Lays ,  > 

For  Senfe  and  Virtue  then  were  fire  of  Praife  :  J 

Genius  was  then  the  Soul  of  Poefy  5  1 

Nature  the  Mtftrefs,  always  in  its  Eye $  > 

And  Wit  the  Maid,  whom  it  addrefs'd  her  by .  J 

But  in  this  fcribling,  Monfter -breeding  Age, 

Nature  and  Senfe  are  hanijh'd  from^the  Stagey 
to  charm  the  Eye  or  Ear  is  made  the  whole. 

And  none  or  dares ,  or  aims  to  touch  the  Soul : 


For 


prologue. 

For  this,  our  Bard  affumes  the  DoElor's  Part , 

In  hopes  to  reach  that  Gangrene  of  the  Heart  • 

A  Dof\  he  hri»gs,  where  every  Drug  finds  Place 
That's  judg'd  of  Service  in  the  defp'rate  Cafe.  * 
Injhort ,  good  Sirs ,  To-night  we  ail  a  Play, 
That  s  far,  far  diff’rent  from  the  modern  Way  - 
So  very  different,  it  has  not  got 
One  fugle  fimile,  and  but  one  Plot j 
No  courtly  Phrafe  to  hide  the  want  of  Thought 
Nor  dubious  jeft,  with  meanlefs  Meanings  fraught 
Cbafte  Wit  and  /olid  Senfe  alone  are  join'd. 

Fit  for  the  mode  ft  Ear ,  and  manly  Mind.  * 

Let  others  plea/e  at  Modefty's  Expence, 

And  barter  Virtue  for  the  Joys  of  Senfe } 

Such  mean ,  pernicious  Arts,  we  fcorn,  nor  dare 
Corrupt  the  Heart  to  gratify  the  ’Ear : 

To  make  Inftruttion  Partner  with  Delight, 

Shall  be  our  Care  by  Day,  our  Thoughts  by  Night  % 
This  gladly  we  pur/ue  —  the  only  way 
Tour  boundle/s  Favours  we  can  e'er  repay  : 

Accept  then ,  with  a  kind  indulgent  Smile, 

This  firft- fruit  Offering  of  our  grateful  Toil. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


Sir  Credulous  Hippifli, 
Heartwell,  his  Brother , 


Mr .  Griffin. 
Mr.  Hewitt. 


Beaumont,  a  Young  Gentleman  of ?  M  w 

Fortune ,  in  Love  with  Belina,  5  .is. 

Dr.  Mummy,  Phyfician  to  Sir  Cre--  ,,  T  .  r 
dulous,  •  ^  jMr.Johnfon. 

Dr.  Diafcordium,  another  Phyfician ,  Mr.  Miller. 

Looby  Headpiece,  Efif>  Nephew  to7  u  c\hhrr 
Dr.  Mummy,  UlDDer# 


Mr.  Galleypot,  an  Apothecary , 
Air.  Cranny,  an  Attorney , 


Mr.  Harper. 
Mr.  Sheppard. 


Jofeph,  *  Country- Fellow  Servant  to 1  tj  jj 

Headpiece,  5 

Poet, 

Conftable, 


Mr.  Oates. 
Mr.  Winftone. 


WOMEN. 


Lady  Hippifli,  fecond  Wife  to  Sir  Cre~  ^  ^ut]er 
dulous,  S' 

Belina,  Daughter  to  Sir  Credulous,  Mrs •  Pritchard. 

Agnes,  younger  Daughter  to  Sir  Cre-^  M,r  Cq1c 

dulous,  S  J 

Primrofe,  Belina’ r  Maid,  Mrs.  Clive. 

SCENE,  Grpjvenor-  S  quare. 
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Doctor  the  Disease. 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Sir  Credulous  Hippijh\  Houfe, 

•% 

BELINA,  PRIMROSE. 

B  E  L  I  N  A; 

R1MROSE ! 

Prim.  Madam. 

Belina.  Look  on  me  a  little. 

Prim.  Well,  I  do  look  on  you, 

Belina.  Primrofe ! 

Prim .  Well,  what  would  you  have  with  Primrofe 
Belina.  Can’t  you  gucfs  ? 

Prim.  Some  Talk,  I  fuppofe*  of  our  new  Acqua'in 
tance,  Mr.  Beaumont. 


i  The  Mother -in- Law ;  or, 

Belina.  Since  you  knew  that,  Primrofe ,  why  did 
not  you  begin  to  talk  of  him  fir  ft,  and  (pare  me  the 
pains  of  forcing  thee  upon  it? 

Prim.  You  don’t  give  me  Time  to  do  it:  You  are 
fo  very  induftrious  in  that  Point,  ’tis  a  hard  Matter  to 
be  beforehand  with  you. 

Belina.  I  own,  that  I  can  never  be  tir’d  of  fucb  an 
agreeable  Subjed  %  and,  as  you  are  the  only  Perfon  I 
dare  difeever  my  inclinations  to - — 

Prim,  True:  Come  then,  you  fhall  have  a  breath¬ 
ing  Bout - begin  prefently  tho’,  and  be  as  fhort  as 

poffible,  for  your  Father,  you  know,  at  this  time  of 
Day,  is  wanting  fome  Slop  or  other  every  Moment  | 
and  if  he  were  to  take  but  a  Bafon  of  Gruel  lefs  than 
his  Dodors  preferibe  him,  the  very  Thoughts  of  it 
would  kill  him.  Come,  what  would  you  fay? 

Belina.  Tell  me,  Primrofe ,  doft  thou  blame  me  for 
the  good  Opinion  I  have  of  him  ? 

Prim.  No,  no,  d’ye  think  Pm  a  Fool? 

Belina.  Would  you  have  me  infenfible  to  all  hiY 
Vows  and  Proteftations  of  Affcdion? 

Prim .  Lack-a-day  !  No.  ’ 

Belina .  Pry  thee  tell  me  now,  don’t  you  really  think 
there  was  fomething  of  Deftiny  in  the  odd  Adventure 
that  brought  us  acquainted  ? 

Prim .  Certainly. 

Belina.  Was  there  not  fomething  uncommonly  gen- 
tee!  and  brave  in  that  Addon  of  refeusng  me,  without 
knowing  any  thing  of  me? 

Prim.  True. 

Belina.  And  was  it  poffible  for  any  one  to  make  a 
more  generous  Ufe  of  it? 

Prim .  Agreed. 

Belina.  Then  you  can’t  but  think  him  very  hand¬ 
le  m,  Primrofe  ? 

Prim.  Molt  certainly. 

Belina.  Then  he  talks,  Primrofe ,  he  talks  like  an 
Angel. 

Prim .  Good.*— But  come,  have  you  nothing  new 
to  fay  of  him?  I’ve  had  all  this  fifty  times  over  al¬ 
ready.  Belina . 


The  DoBor  the  Difeafe.  j 

Belina .  Bur,  my  dear  Primrofe^  doft  thou  believe  he 
is  fo  much  in  love  with  me  as  he  pretends  to  he? 

Prim .  Um!  Troth  that’s  not  abfolutdy  to  be  de¬ 
pended  upon:  The  Shew  of  Love  is  very  like  the 
Reality  5  and  I’ve  feen  A£tors  of  that  Part  who  have 
perform’d  it  to  a  Miracle. 

Belina .  Well,  I  can’t  poffibly  fufpe£t  him  of  the 
leaft  Deceit  in  the  Manner  he  fpeaks. 

Prim.  In  the  Manner  you  hear,  I  believe  not.  But 
this  Queftion  will  foon  be  clear’d  up.  The  Refolu- 
tion  he  hath  taken,  as  he  writ  you  Yefterday,  to  ask 
your  Father’s  Confent,  will  foon  difcover  if  his  Pro- 
reflations  be  real  or  not.  That  will  be  a  Proof  in¬ 
deed. 

Belina.  My  Father  can  certainly  have  no  Objeftion 
to  the  Propofalj  he  can  never  be  againft  it,  fure. 

Prim.  That’s  not  as  he  will  himfell.  You  know 
how  finely  he’s  manag’d  by  his  old  Do£lor,  and  young 

Wife. -  Oh!  that  Mother  of  yours,  Madam! 

that  Mother-in-law,  I  mean,  of  yours,  is  a  fad  Jade, 
with  Reverence  be  it  fpoken*  her  daily  Bufinefs,  ever 
fince  fhe  came  into  the  Houfe,  has  been  to  wheedle 
and  cheat  the  fond  old  Gentleman  of  all  that  he  has  j 
and  her  daily  Prayers,  that,  as  foon  as  fhe  has  got  all, 
fhe  may  tumble  him  into  his  Coffin. 

Belina.  I’m  as  well  convinced  of  her  Prejudice  to 
me,  as  of  her  Power  over  my  Father  3  all  my  Hopes, 
therefore,  are  placed  in  you,  Primrofe. 

Prim.  W e’ll  do  our  befl.  Her  fawning  Lady- 
fhip  tries  all  ways  to  gain  me  over  to  her  Intereft,  but 
fhe  may  fpare  her  Pains  3  I  don’t  care  for  cheating, 

except  in  Love  and  at  Cards. — - - But  we  have  (laid 

iattling  here  too  long,  I  fhall  be  knock’d  o’  the  Head. 

Belina.  But  hold,  Primrofe ,  can’t  you  by  fome  means 
or  other  found  my  Father,  to  find  whether  Beaumont 
has  made  any  Application  to  him  or  not? 

Prim .  Blefs  me!  what  Hade  you  are  in!  Why, 
you  had  better  fend  him  word  to  come  and  do  it  im¬ 
mediately,  if  you  can’t  live  another  Day  without  him, 

B  z  Belina , 


4  The  Mother  -in  -  Law  j  or , 

Belina.  Sure,  Primrofe ,  you  have  never  known  what  ! 

’ns  to  be  in  Love  ! 

Prim.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  5  and  I  know  what  ’tis  to  j 

pity  poor  Souls  that  are  - -  So  come  along  with  me  r 

into  feme  Room  where  we  may  hear  your  Father’s 
Bell,  and  there  we’ll  talk  a  little  more  about  him. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  [ ‘Exeunt .  I 

SCENE  II. 

Sir  Credulous  dif cover'd  in  an  Eafy-Chair ,  by  a  Tables 
on  which  are  Phials ,  Galleypots ,  Bolus's ,  &c.  and  a 

large  File  of  Apothecaries  Bills. - -  Sir  Credulous 

having  a  long  Apothecary's  Bill  in  his  Hand ,  which  he 
is  cafting  up. 

Sir  Cred.  Three  and  two’s  Five,  and  five’s  Ten  5 
Three  and  two’s  Five.  [Taking  off  his  Spectacles ,  and 
JighingC]  O  lack!  O  lack!  I  profefs  it  is  a  grievous 
Fatigue  to  examine  and  caft  up  one’s  Apothecary’s  Bills. 

It  does  one  ahnoft  as  much  harm  as  all  the  Pbyfick  in 
’em  did  one  good,  and  yet  this  is  but  of  a  moderate 

Length  - - But  I’ve  juft  got  thro’  it.  [Putting  on 

his  Spectacles  again.'] - Item  the  29th,  an  Aperient, 

Stomatick,  Corroborative,  Bolus,  compos’d  fecun- 
dum  Artem ,  to  expel,  diflipate  and  evacuate  his 
Worship’s  ill  Humours,  6  s.  6d.  There’s  one  thing 
in  my  Apothecary  which  pleafes  me  much,  and  that 
is,  his  Bills  are  always  mighty  civil:  —  His  Worfhip’s 

ill  Humours,  6  s.  6d.< - Ay,  but  Mr.  Galleypot ,  it  is 

not  enough  to  be  civil,  you  fhould  be  a  little  reafona- 
ble  too,  and  not  flea  your  poor  Patients  $  6  s.  6  d.  for 
a  Bolus!  your  Servant  for  that;  you  never  reckon’d 
me  more  in  your  other  Bills  than  f  s.  and  fs.  in  the  ‘ 
Language  of  an  Apothecary,  is  as  much  as  to  fay  half  ' 

a  Crown - -there  it  is  then,  half  a  Crown.  —  Item 

the  faid  Day  at  Night,  anHepatick,  Soporifick,  Som¬ 
niferous  Julep,  compos’d  to  make  his  Worfnip  fleep, 

zs.  6d . - -I  don’t  complain  of  that,  for  it  made  me 

fleep  well.  —Item  the  30th,  a  good  deter  five  Cly- 

fter, 
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fter,  compos’d  of  double  Catholhon ,  Rhubarb,  Mel 
Rofatum ,  &cc.  according  to  Dr.  Mummy's  Prefcription, 
to  wafh,  fcour,  cleanfe,  and  deterge  his  Worfhip’s 
Abdomen ,  4J.  6  d,  —  What!  4  r.  <W. !  fora  Clylter ! 
\ou  jell,  you  jell,  Mr.  Galleypot 5  you  fhould  ufe  your 
Patients  with  fome  Humanity :  If  this  be  your  way 
of  treating  People,  one  would  be  fick  no  longer:  Put 

down,  put  down  3/.  if  you  pleafe.  - *  Three  and 

two’s  five,  and  five’s  ten,  and  ten’s  twenty  5  twenty 

and  ten’s  thirty,  and  five  thirty-five. - Sum  Total 

for  the  Month  of  December  is  Thirty-five  Pounds  fe- 

ven  Shillings  and  fix  Pence. . . .  I’m  glad  we  are  fo 

moderate.  — - -  Let  me  fee  then,  in  this  Month  I 

have  taken  but  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix,  feven, 
eight  Purgative  Medicines  5  and  one,  two,  three,  four, 
five,  fix,  feven,  eight,  nine,  ten,  eleven,  twelve  Bot- 
.  ties  of  Cordial  Julep  $  and  lafb  Month  I  took  Twelve 
of  the  one,  and  Twenty  of  the  other.  I  don’t  won¬ 
der  that  I’m  not  fo  well  this  Month  as  I  was  the  laft. 
Hah!  I  feel  the  EfFefts  of  my  Omiffion  already $  I’m 
feiz’d  all  over  with  a  fhivering  Fit.  Where’s  Primrofe  ? 
Where  are  they  all?  My  fpeaking’s  to  no  purpofe, 

I  m  always  left  alone.  \Jdings  a  Bell~]  They  are  deaf: 
Primrofe /  [  Rings.  ]  My  Bell’s  not  loud  enough. 

[ Rings.']  Is  it  poffible  they  could  leave  a  poor  fick 
Creature  all  alone  in  this  manner?  Oh  miferable  !  O 
Heavens!  they’ll  let  me  die  here.  [Rings  louder .]  Why, 
Primrofe  !  I  fay. 

Enter  Primrofe. 

Prim .  Here  I  am,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Ah,  you  Slut!  Ah,  you  Baggage  ! 

Prim.  \_Pretending  to  have  hurt  her  Head. ]  TheDuce 
had  your  impatience  forme,  ringing  at  fuch  a  rate  — 
you  have  made  me  break  my  Head  againft  the  Win- 
dow-fhutter,  I’m  fare,  hurrying  one  fo. 

Sir  Cred.  Ah,  Traitrefs !  — - . 

Prim .  Oh  !  Oh  !  {Crying^  to  prevent  his  Scolding, 
Sir  Cred,  ’Tis  a « — . . 

Prim .  Oh!  Oh! 

B  1 


Sir,  Cred, 


6 


■>  The  Mother  -  in  -  Law  j  or> 


Sir  Cred.  ’Tis  an  Hour' 
Prim .  Oh  !  Oh  ! 


Sir  Cred.  Hold  yonrfaucy  Tongue,  that  I  may  fcold 
at  thee,  or  l’jj  — — - 


Prim.  I  like  that  indeed,  after  what  I  have  done  to 

my  felf. 

Sir  Cred.  Thou  hall  made  me  bawl  my  Throat  fore, 
Gipfy. 

Prim.  And  you  have  made  me  break  my  Head  5  fo 
fet  one  again  ft  t’other,  and  we  are  quit. 

Sir  Cred.  How,  Confidence! 

Prim.  If  you  fcold,  I’ll  cry. 

Sir  Cred.  To  leave  me,  you  Jade  — « 

Prim.  Oh  !  Oh  ! 


Sir  Cred.  Again!  I  {hall  run  mad  !  Why,  you  per  r, 
brafen,  abominable,  provoking  Monfter,  {han’t  I  have 
the  Pleafure  of  Scolding  at  thee  neither  ? 

Prim .  IF  you  have  the  Pleafure  of  Scolding,  ’tis  but 
fair  that  I  fhould  have  the  Pleafure  of  Crying  5  one’s 
as  re afo n able  a  Pleafure  as  t’other. 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  well,  ha'- done  —  Take  away  thele 
things  here,  and  fee  you  get  me  my  Gruel  ready. 

Prim.  Ay,  this  Dr.  Mummy  and  Mr.  Galleypot  divert 
thernfelves  finely,  at  the  Expence  of  your  Careafe. 
They  have  a  rare  Milch-Cow  of  you  3  and  I’d  gladly 
know  what  Diilemper  you  have,  that  your  Maw  mult 
be  thus  perpetually  liuff’d  with  Phyfiek. 

Sir  Cred.  Peace,  Ignorance.  ’  ’Tisn’t  for  you  to 
contradict:  the  Prefcriptiora  of  Art.  Go,  call 
my  Daughter  Belina  here.  I’ve  fomething  to  fay  to 
her.  ' 

Prim.  She’s  here  already,  Sir. 

Enter  Belina. 

Sir  Cred.  Come  here,  Belina ,  I  want  to  fpeak  with- 
you. 

;  Belina.  I  wait  your  Pleafure,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  I'Ve  a  Piece  of  News,  to  tell  you,, 
that  perhaps  you  little  expe&,  Girl.  Here’s  a  Match, 
you  mud  know,  propos’d  to  me  for  you  — - You 

w  A  :  fmile; 
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frnile  at  but  naming  Matrimony  -—Ah,  Nature,  Na¬ 
ture  !  By  what  I  perceive  then,  Gir),  1  need  not  ask 
you  if  you  are  willing  or  nor. 

Edina .  I'm  ready,  Sir,  to  fubmit  to  any  thing  that 
you  (hall  command  me.  ■  I  find  Beaumont  has  been 
with  him,  \_Aftde  to  Frimrofe. 

Sir  Cred.  I’m  glad  to  find  I’ve  fuch  a  dutiful  Daugh¬ 
ter  ->  for  I  have  refolved  on  the  thing,  and  given  my 
Word  for  it. 

Prim.  Ay,  this  is  fomething  like  now  >  ’tis  thewifefi 
Aftion  you  ever  did  in  your  Life. 

Sir  Cred.  I  have  not  feen  the  Gentleman  yet,  but 
I’m  told  that  he’ll  be j? very  way  to  the  Satisfa&ion  of 
us  both. 

Belina.  That,  Sir,  I’m  certain  of*  for  I  have  feen 
him  already. 

Sir  Cred.  Seen  him!  why,  I  did  not  know  he  was 
come  to  Town  yet. 

Belina.  Since  your  Confent,  Sir,  encoarages  me  to 
difcover  my  Inclinations,  you  mull  know  that  good 
Fortune  hath  lately  brought  us  acquainted,  and  that 
the  Propofal  which  has  been  made  to  you,  is  the  Ef¬ 
fect  of  that  Efteem  which  at  the  firit  Interview  we 
conceiv’d  for  one  another. 

Sir  Cred.  That’s  more  than  I  knew  5  but  I’m  glad 
orf  t :  fo  much  the  better  that  things  go  fo  fmoothly, 
- — He’s  a  trapping  jolly  Youth,  I’m  told. 

Belina.  He’s  well  made,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Agreeable  in  his  Perfon. 

Belina.  Molt  agreeable. 

Sir  Cred.  Well  accomplifh’d. 

Belina.  In  the  highelt  Degree. 

Sir  Cred.  Um  !  Why,  that’s  furprifing  in  one  that 
has  been  born  and  bred  at  the  Land's  End. 

Belina.  Born  and  bred  at  the  Land's  End ,  Sir ! 

Sir  Cred .  Ay,  fo  Dr.  Mummy  tells  me. 

Belina.  Does  Dr.  Mummy  know  him,  Sir? 

Sir  Cred.  A  pretty  Qydiion  indeed!  He  may  well 
know  him,  I  think,  when  he’s  his  Nephew. 

Belina *  Beaumont  Dr.  Mummy's  Nephew  ! 

B  4 
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/  /  * 

Sir  Cred.  Beaumont !  I’m  talking  of  the  Perfon  you 
are  to  marry. 

Belina .  Very  well. 

Sir  Cred .  And  that’s  the  Nephew  of  Dr.  Mummyy 
the  young  Cornijh  Squire  5  his  Name  is  Looby ,  not 
Beaumont .  Dr.  Ivlummy^  iVlr.  Gailsypot ,  and  my  {elf, 
made  up*the  Match  $  and  this  Afternoon  he’s  exp edted 
in  I  own,  when  he  will  be  introduced  to  me  by  his 

Uncle.— - Hah!  What’s  the  matter?  Why,  you 

are  fur  pris’d ! 

Edina.  Why,  to  fay  the  Truth,  Sir,  you  have  all 
this  while  been  talking  of  one  Perfon,  and  I  of  ano¬ 
ther. 

Prim.  Sure,  Sir,  you  have  no  fuch  ridiculous  Intern* 
tion.  A  Lady  of  her  Education  and  Fortune,  to  be 
tied  to  a  Cornijh  Numps  l 

Sir  Cred.  What  Bufinefs  have  you  to  be  meddling. 

Impudence  ?  & 

1  tim.  Laid,  Sir,  don  t  fall  immediately  into  your 
Inve&ives*  can’t  we  reafon  the  Thing  together  with¬ 
out  being  in  a  Paflion  ?  Let  us  talk  about  it  in  cool 
Blood.  What  Reafon  can  you  give  for  this  prepofte- 
rous  Match,  pray?  F  V 

Sir  Cred.  My  Reafon’s  this 5  That  finding  my 
felf  infirm  and  fickly,  as  I  am,  I  would  gladly  have  fo 
able  a  Phyfician  as  Dr.  Mummy ,  related  to  me,  that  l 
might  have  in  my  own  Family  fome  Afiiftance  againft 
my  Maladies,  and  now  and  then  make  one  at  a  Con- 
fukation  my  felf. 

Prim.  Very  well  —  But,  Sir,  tell  me,  are  you  up¬ 
on  Honour  really  fick  ? 

Sir  Cred.  How  Huffy!  am  I  fick!  am  I  really  fick. 

Impudence!  1 

Prim.  Well,  well,  Sir,  you  are  fick  then*  we  1 
won’t  quarrel  about  that.  Yes,  you  are  very  fick,  and 
more  fo  than  you  think  for,  that’s  granted.  But  your 
Daughter  is  to  marry  for  her  felf?  and  fhe  not  bein^ 
fick,  wants  no  Dr.  Mummy  for  her  Relation.  ° 

Gred.^  But  I  do,  Miftreis*  are  you  anfwer’dnow? 
Befides,  This  Mr.  Looby  is  Pr.  Mump/s  only  Heir, 

who’ll 
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who’ll  fettle  his  whole  Eftate  on  him,  in  confideration 
of  this  Marriage,  and  Dr.  Mummy  has  a  good  Five 
Thoufand  a  Year.  & 

Prim.  Mercy  on  us !  what  a  world  of  People  mud  he 
have  kill’d  to  get  fuch  an  Eftate ! 

Sir  Cred.  Why  you  horrible,  impudent  —  hold  your 
Peace.  Pm  refolv’d  on  this  Match,  and - 

Belina.  But,  Sir,  you  won’t  furely  - - 

Prim.  O!  don’t  mind  it,  Madam  5  your  Father  if 
but  in  jeft. 

Sir  Cred.  I  am  not  in  jeft,  Minx  5  I  am  refolv’d  up¬ 
on  it.  r 

Prim.  O  fy !  don’t  talk  fo. 

Sir  Cred.  Not  talk  fo  ! 

Prim.  No. 

Sir  Cred.„  Why  fo,  Huffy? 

Prim.  They’ll  fay  you  don’t  know  what  you  talk. 

Sir  Cred.  They  may  fay  what  they  pleafe,  but  I’ll 
make  her  obey.  , 

Prim.  You  won’t  indeed. 

Sir  Cred.  Hey-day!  this  is  pleafant  enough!  I {han’t 
difpofe  of  my  own  Daughter  as  I  pleafe  I 

Prim .  No,  I  tell  you. 

Sir  Cred.  Who  fhall  hinder  me,  Huffy? 

Prim.  Your  felf,  Sir 5  you  won’t  have  the  Heart  to 
do  it,  your  fatherly  Tendernefs  won’t  let  you. 

Sir  Cred.  Don’t  let  her  depend  upon  that. 

Prim.  Ah  !  dear  Sir  5  ’Tis  but  her  iliedding  a 
few  mollifying  Tears,  throwing  her  pretty  Arms  a- 
bout  your  Neck,  a  dear  Papa,  with  a  Sigh,  a  Sob,  and 
a  ICifs - and  the  Bufinefs  is  done. 

Sir  Cred.  I  tell  you  I’m  not  to  be  mov’d. 

Prim.  Lack- a- day  !  don’t  I  know  you  $  you  are  na¬ 
turally  good  humour’d? 

Sir  Cred.  I’m  not  good-humour’d,  I’m  ill-humour’d 
when  1  have  a  mind  to’t,  and - - 

Prim.  Softly,  foftly,  Sir*  you  are  Tick,  and  fliould 
not  be  in  a  Paffion. 

Sir  Cred.  I  command  her  abfolutely  to  prepare  to 
take  the  Husband  I  defign  for  her. 


Prim . 
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Prim .  And  I  abfolutdy  forbid  her  to  do  any  fuch 

thing. 

Sir  Cred.  Why  you  infolent  Baggage,  I’ll  cane  you 
heartily.  [ 'Running  after  her* 

Prim .  ’Tis  my  Duty  to  oppofe  a  thing  that  would 
make  you  ridiculous.  [Running  from  him . 

Sir  Cred .  Come  hither,  come  hither  3  I’ll  teach  you 
to  prate. 

[ Running  round  the  Chair  'with  his  Cane  in  his  Hand , 
Prim .  No,  fhe  (han’t  marry  this  Squire  Looby > 
fhe  was  never  made  for  a  Cornijh  Hug. 

Sir  Cred.  Belinda  hold  that  Jade  forme. 

Belina .  Dear  Sir,  don’t  difordcr  your  felf,  you’ll  in* 
creafe  your  Hinds. 

Sir  Cred.  if  you  don’t  hold  her,  I’ll  not  give  you 

my  Bl  effing. 

Prim.  And  Pi!  di  (in  her  it  her,  if  fhe  does. 

Sir  Cred .  Oh  !  Oh  !  I  can  hold  no  longer  - —  -  I 

fliall  faint,  I  fliall  die. 

[! Throwing  himfelf  into  his  Rafy -  Chair . 

Enter  Lady  Hippifh. 

Ah!  my  Dear  j  come  hither,  come  hither. 

Lady  Hip.  What  ails  my  poor  Dear  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Ah  !  my  Love,  come  hither  and  help  me* 
Lady  Hip .  What’s  the  matter,  my  dear  Child? 

Sir  Cred.  Love. 

Lady  Hip.  Well,  my  Love. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh!  Oh!  they  have  been  teizing  a  poor 
infirm  and  weakly  Creature  here,  out  of  the  (mail 
matter  of  Life  and  Spirits  he  has  left. 

Lady  Hip .  Alas !  my  poor  dear  Chucky  3  and  how 
pray,  my  Dove? 

Sir  Cred.  Your  Jade,  Prmrofe ,  is  grown  more  im¬ 
pudent  than  ever. 

Lady  Hip.  Don’t  put  your  felf  into  a  Paffion,  my 
Life. 

Sir  Cred.  She  has  made  me  mad,  my  Dear. 

Lady  Hip .  Softly,  my  Child. 
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Sir  Cred .  She  has  been  contradidling  me  this  Hour 
about  things  that- — — — 

Lady  Hip.  So,  fo,  foftiy,  foftiy. 

Sir  Cred.  And  has  had  the  Impudence  to  tell  me  that 
I’m  not  lick,  when  you  know,  my  Heart,  how  it  is 
with  me. 

Lady  Hip.  Yes,  my  Heart,  I  know  that  you  are  ve¬ 
ry  feeble  and  weak. 

Sir  Cred .  That  jade  will  kill  me  5  {he’s  the  Caufe  of 
all  the  Choler  I  breed  5  and  1  have  ddired,  I  know 
not  how  often,  that  {he  might  be  turn’d  away. 

Lady  Hip.  Alas !  Child,  there  are  no  Servants  but 
have  their  Faults  $  we  n)uft  endure  their  bad  Qualities 
that  we  may  have  the  Ufe  of  their  good  ones.  ~— 
Primrofe ,  come  here *  What’s  the  Rcafon  that  you 
pur  your  Matter  in  fuch  a  Paffion  ? 

Prim.  I  Madam!  alas!  I  don’t  know  what  you 
means  I’m  hire  I  think  of  nothing  but  to  pleafe 
him. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  my  Dear,  doft  thou  believe  her? 
She’s  a  dittembling  Devil,  flie  has  faid  a  thoufand  in- 
foient  things  to  me. 

Lady  Hip .  I  believe  you,  my  Soul  >  but  compofe 
your  felt  a  little.  Hark’e,  Primrofe ,  if  you  ever  pro¬ 
voke  your  Matter  thus  again,  I’ll  turn  you  out  of 
Doorsd  Here,  give  me  his  Fur  Gown  and  his  Pil¬ 
lows,  that  I  may  fee  him  eafy  in  his  Chair.  You  lit  I 
don  t  know  how.  Pull  your  Nightcap  well  over  your 
Ears.  There’s  nothing  gives  People  cold  fo  much  as 
letting  the  Wind  in  at  their  Ears. 

r  Sir  Cred.  Ay,  nay  Love  5  I’m  greatly  oblig’d  to  you 
for  the  Care  you  take  of  me. 

Lady  Hip .  Raife  your  felf  a  little,  that  I  may  put 

this  under  you. . - [ 'Adjufting  the  Pillows .]  — - Let 

me  put  one  to  fupport  you  on  this  Side,  and  one  on 
t-other  *  T  his  behind  your  Back,  and  this 

to  fupport  your  Head. 

Prim.  And  this  to  comfort  your  Brains  a  little. 

[Clapping  a  Pillow  hard  on  his  Head . 
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Sir  Cred.  Thou  Fury !  would’fl  thou  ftifle  me? 

[Getting  up  in  a  Pajfion ,  throwing  the  Pillows  at 
her ,  and  drives  her  out  of  the  Room . 

Lady  Hip.  Hold,  hold,  what’s  the  Matter  now  ? 

Sir  Cred .  Ay,  my  Love,  you  don’t  know  the  Ma¬ 
lice  of  that  Wretch,  (he  has  quite  put  me  befide  my 
felf*  and  ’tis  more  than  a  Dozen  juleps  can  do  to  re¬ 
cover  me.  — —  Oh !  Oh !  I’m  faint !  I  die ! 

[Sinking  in  his  Chair. 

Lady  Hip.  There,  there,  my  Jewel,  compofe  your 
felf  a  little. 

Sir  Cred.  My  Sweeting,  you  are  the  only  Comfort 
I  have*  and  that  I  may  make  fome  Requital  for  all  this 
Goodnefs,  I’m  determin’d,  my  Heart,  as  I  told  you 
before,  to  make  my  Will. 

Lady  Hip.  O  my  Precious!  let’s  not  talk  on’t  I  in¬ 
treat  you 5  I  can’t  fupport  the  Thoughts  of  it:  the 
very  Name  of  Will  makes  me  leap  for - Grief. 

Sir .  Cred.  I  defired  you  would  fpeak  to  your  Attor¬ 
ney  about  it. 

Lady  Hip .  Why  —  why  — I  can’t  fpeak  to  him  a- 
bout  it,  ’twould  cut  me  to  the  Heart  to  mention  any 
foch  thing.  But  —  but  you  might  have  been  difpleas’d 
perhaps,  and  difcompos’d,  if  I  had  not  in  fome  way 
complied  with  your  Requeft*  fo— —  fo  I  have  fenc 
for  him  5  and  then  you  may  fpeak  to  him  your  felf* 
my  Joy  —  Q !  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Cranny. 

Sir  Cred.  Come  in,  Mr.  Cranny ,  come  in.  Take 
a  Chair,  if  you  pieafe:  My  Wife  has  told  me,  Sir, 
that  you  are  a  very  honefl  Man,  and  one  of  her  parti¬ 
cular  Friends*  and  I  have  order’d  her  to  fpeak  to  you 
about  making  my  Will. 

Lady  Hip.  Alas!  my  Love,  when  one’s  fo  fond  of  a 
Husband,  as  I  am  of  my  Jewel,  one’s  but  in  a  poor 
Condition  to  think  of  fuch  things. 

Sir  Cred.  Be  pleafed,  Sir,  to  inform  me  by  what 
Method  1  may  cut  off  my  Children,  and  leave  all  to 

my  Wife.— - 1  have  been  to  Counfel  about  it,  but 

they  Cranny, 
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Cranny.  The  worft  Pcrfoos  you  could  have  gone  tot 
They  are  generally  mighty  rigid  in  thefe  Points,  and  are 
for  keeping  clofe  to  the  Letter  of  the  Law.  Your  At¬ 
torneys  are  the  only  People  to  have  recourfe  to  in  ffich 
Cafes.  We  are  always  provided  with  Expedients  to 
pals  gently  over  the  Law,  and  make  that  legal  which 
is  not  juftj  we  know  how  to  fmooth  the  Difficulties 
of  an  Affair}  and  ftudy  the  Law  for  no  other  purpole, 
but  to  elude  it.  Without  this,  alas!  where  ffiould 
we  be?  If  we  were  not  to  make  ufe  of  a  little  Dex¬ 
terity  now  and  then,  our  Profeffion  would  not  be  worth 
a  Groat. 


Sir  Cred.  Why  truly,  my  Wife  told  me.  Sir,  that 
you  was  a  very  ingenious  honeft  Man. 

Cranny.  Ay,  ay,  Sir,  I  am  acquainted  with  theBack- 
|  i  Law}  I  know  the  By-ways  there  arc  of 

leading  a  Confcience}  leave  it  to  me,  and  I’ll  difpofe 
Matters  for  you,  any  way  you’d  have  ’em. 

Lady  Hip.  Alas !  my  Dear,  don’t  torment  your  felf 
any  more  about  it.  If  you  ffiould  be  taken  away,  mv 
Child,  I’ll  no  longer  flay  in  the  World. 

Sir  Cred.  My  poor  Dear ! 

Lady  Hip.  Life  will  be  nothing  worth  to  me  then,’ 

Sir  Cred.  My  Soul! 

Lady  Hip.  I’ll  follow  thee  to  let  thee  lee  the  Tei$ 
dernefs  I  have  for  thee.  [Wiping  her  Eyeu 

Sir  Cred.  My  Dove,  thou  breakeft  my  Heart. 
Pr  ythee  be  comforted,  j 


Cranny.  Thefe  Tears  are  unfeafonable.  Madam } 
things  are  not  yet  come  to  that. 

Sir  Cred  All  that  grieves  me  if  I  die,  my  Joy,  is  that 
I  nevei  had  a  Child  by  thee- — -Dr.  Mummy  promis’d 
me  that  I  fhould  have  one. 

Lady  Hip.  Oh ! 


Sir  Cred.  Come,  Mr.  Cranny ,  let  us  proceed  to  Bu- 
iinels.  But  by  way  of  Precaution,  my  Love,  I’ll 
put  into  your  Hands  Five  Thoufand  Guineas,  and  as 
much  more  in  Notes,  which  I  have  hid  behind  the 
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Lady  Hip.  Oh !  Oh !  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them.  All  the  Goods  in  the  World  are  nothing  to  ■ 

me  in  com  pari  Ton  of  thee,  my  Love. - How 

much  didft  thou  fay  there  was  hid  behind  the  Wain- 
fcot. 

Sir  Cred.  Five  Thoufand  Guineas,  my  Life. 

Lady  Hip.  Oh !  don’t  talk  to  me  about  Money,  t 

befeech  you. - How  much  in  Notes  didft  thou  fay, 

my  Soul  ? 

Sir  Cred.  As  much  more,  my  Precious.  But 
come,  let  u$  go  into  my  little  Gofet,  and  there  we’ll 
fettle  every  thing.  Come,  my  Love,  pr’ythee  fup- 
port  me. 

Lady  Hip.  Come  then,  my  poor  little  dear  Child. 

[Eketint* 

Re-enter  Belina,  follow'd  by  Primrofe. 

Prim.  I  tell  you.  I’ll  have  nothing  more  to  fay  to 
you.—  What,  ftand  as  if  you  had  loft  your  Tongue! 
and  hear  fuch  a  fooliih  Propofal,  without  making  any 
Anfwer  !  Mull  I  be  obliged  to  play  your  Part  for 
you  ? 

Belina.  What  could  I  have  faid,  Primrofe ,  when  I 
found  him  fo  abfolute? 

Prim .  Sard!  That  you  was  to  marry  for  yourfelf, 
and  not  for  him*  that  you  being  principally  concerned, 
your  Inclinations  ought  to  be  principally  confulted  ; 
and  that  if  he  was  fo  fond  of  his  Looby,  he  might 
marry  him  himfelf. 

Belina.  A  Father  has  fo  much  Power  over  one,  that 
I  could  not  fay  a  Word. 

Prim.  Nay,  you  was  in  the  right  of  it;  I  fee  you 
have  a  mind  to  be  Mr.  Looby's ,  and  why  fhould  I  op-  | 
pofe  your  Inclinations.  I  was  much  in  the  wrong, 
now  I  think  better  of  it;  the  Match  will  be  very  ad¬ 
vantageous  to  be  fure.  Madam  Looby  is  a  genteel 
Name,  and  the  Land's  End  a  fine  Place  to  live  at, 
that’s  certain. 

Belina.  Pray,  Primrofe ,  give  over  this  Talk,  and  I’ll 
do  whatever  you’ll  have  me. 

Prim . 
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Prim.  No,  a  Daughter  rnuft  obey  her  Father;  and 
.indeed  I  know  nothing  you  have  to  complain  of ;  you’ll 
be  but  too  happy  with  fuch  a  Husband.  1 

Belina.  You  kill  me,  Prmrofe  j  you  ought  rather  to 
give  me  your  Advice. 

Prim.  I’m  your  Servant  for  that —  No,  no,  the  Af¬ 
fair  mult  go  on. 


Belina.  Dear  Girl ! 

Prim.  No.  Looby' s  your  Man,  and  have  him  you 
mall.  1 

Belina.  Pray,  Primrofe  —  You  know  I  always  con¬ 
fided  in  you. 


Prim.  No,  Faith,  you  lhall  be  Belooby’d. 

Belina.  Well,  fince  I  can’t  move  you,  henceforth 
leave  me  to  my  Defpair;  I  (hall  find  a  Remedy  againft 
this  Ma  ch.  ° 


Prim.  Why,  what’s  your  Defign  then  ? 

Belina.  To  kill  my  felf,  if  I  am  forc’d  to  it. 

’  Prim.  The  Remedy’s  certainly  wonderful  _  Bids 

me!  how  1  hate  to  hear  People  talk  at  fuch  a  rate! 

Belina,  Take  Pity  on  me  then,  Primrofe ,  and  lend 
me  your  helping  Hand  in  the  Affair. 

Prim.  Well,  l  am  a  compaflionate  Fool,  and  can’t 
forbear  affilting  you,  l  find  that.  But  let  me  tell 
you,  I  fear  there’s  another  fcurvy  Bufinefs  on  the  Car¬ 
pet;  they  are  got  together  yonder,  with  a  Rogue  of 
an  Attorney,  and  I  heard  ’em  talk  fomething  about  a 
Will:  Your  Mother-in-Law  is  not  idle,  (he’s  cer¬ 
tainly  putting  your  Father  upon  fomething  againft 
your  fntereft.  23 


Belina.  Let  him  difpofe  of  my  Fortune,  as  he  thinks 
proper  provided  he’ll  leave  my  Heart  at  command. 
1  hou  fee  it,  Prmrofe ,  the  violent  Defigns  they  have 

again  it  me,  and  it  thou  ihould’ft  abandon  me  in  this 
Extremity .  *  i 

Prim.  Abandon  you  1  I’ll  die  firft.  However,  that 
I  may  be  able  to  ferve  you  the  more  effeftually,  I  in¬ 
tend  to  change  my  Battery,  difguife  my  AlFedion  for 

you,  and  counterfeit  a  Compliance  tfrith  their  Opi- 
mons,  r 
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Belina.  But  be  fure  yqu  feme  way  or  other  give 
Beaumont  Advice  of  this  Match  that’s  on  foot. 

Prim  I  mud  employ  your  Uncle,  Mr.  Heartly ,  in 
that  Affair  j  he’s  a  great  Crony  of  your  Galant’s,  and 
loves  you  as  much  as  he  hates  my  Lady.  — —Our  next 
Bufinefs  muff  be  to  make  your  Father  fall  out  with  his 
Doftor,  fo  as  to  break  off  this  Treaty  with  his  Ne¬ 
phew. 

Belina.  That,  I  doubt,  Primrofey  will  be  too  great 
a  Difficulty  for  all  thy  Wit  and  Cunning  to  matter. 

Prim .  And  what’s  as  difficult  as  that,  we  mutt  put 
him  out  of  conceit  with  his  Wife  too,  that  fhe  mayn’t 
be  able  to  break  off  our  Treaty  with  Beaumont  5  and 
then - — 

Belina .  And  what  then? 

Prim .  Why  then  it  fhall  have  its  fiown  dear  Love 
to  it  felf,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  — Well,  fure  if  People  knew 
beforehand  the  Plague  of  being  in  Love,  they  would 
be  choked  before  they’d  have  any  thing  to  do  with  it. 
Pray,  Madam,  is  there  mod  of  the  Sweet  or  the  Bit¬ 
ter  in  that  fame  Paffion  ? 

Belina.  Don’t  you  remember,  Primrofey  what  our 
latt  new  Song  fays  on  that  Subject? 

Prim.  True  —  Come  let’s  have  it  then  to  chcar  up 
©ur  Spirits,  and  fit  us  for  the  crabbed  Bufinefs  we  have 
to  go  thro’. 

Belina.  With  all  my  Heart. 


A  DIALOGUE  SONG. 

Belina.  Tell  me ,  Chloe,  is  Love  Joy  or  Pain  in  the  Breaft ? 
Prim.  Nay,  do  you  tell  me ,  Phillis,  for  you  can  tell  befl. 
Belina.  /  have  heard  Cupid’/  Arrows  dire  Venom  impart. 

Prim.  And  /,  <55  fweet  Transport  that  thrills  thro ’  the  Heart « 
Belina.  IVhat  way  pall  we  take  this  Difpute  to  decide  ? 

Prim.  IVhat  Clue  in  this  Labyrinth  choofe  for  our  Guide  ? 

„  ,  c  Why\  let’s  both  love ,  my  Dear ,  and  we  quickly  pall  find9 
0t  ’  l  If  the  God  gives  moft  Anguip  or  Joy  to  the  Mind. 


BeHna. 
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Belina.  Gay  Florimel  loudly  proclaims  that  Love's  feveet ; 
Prim.  But  Celia’/  fad  Silence  betrays  the  Deceit . 

Belina.  If  the  God  to  his  Followers  gives  fo  much  Pain9 
Why  are  any  fetch  Fools  as  to  fuffer  his  Chain  ? 

Prim.  But  if  the  f oft  Conque ft  yields  nothing  but  Joy , 

Pr ythee  who  would  rejift  the  dear  amorous  Bo\A 
f  Then  let  us  no  longer  un wifely  decline 
Both.-^  &enVe  a  P°ke9  and  a  Flame  fo  divine  : 

^ But  let  Sighs  ana  fojt  Ardors  our  Moments  employ 9 
( .For  if  Love  has  feme  Torture ,  it  ftill  has  more  Joy . 
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ACT  II, 


SCENE  I. 

>  ,/:■ 

SCENE,  Beaumont’.?  Houfe. 


Beaumont  folus, 

A  MAN,  I  find,  can’t  lie  under  a  greater  Mis  for* 
tune,  than  having  the  Reputation  of  beincr  a 
Wit  or  a  Favourite  *  it  makes  him  always  furrounded 
with  Fools  and  Scoundrels,  and  his  Intereft  at  Court 
gives  him  an  Opportunity  of  doing  every  Body’s  Ru- 
finefs  but  his  own.  This  whole  Morning,  my  dear 
Belina ,  have  I  been  forc’d  to  throw  away  upon  a  Par¬ 
cel  of  impertinent  Puppies  5  which  fhould  have  been 
employ’d  in  foliciting  your  Father’s  Confent.  — Rut 
—  my  Hat  and  Sword  there. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

1  1 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  a  Gentleman  — — * 

Beau.  S’death,  Sir,  I’m  not  at  home  — I’ll  fee  no 
body  - — — 

Enter  Poet . 

Poet.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  IntruGon;  this  is 
not  a  proper  Hour  to  wait  on  you  I  muft  confefs  the 
Morning  is  the  fitteft  Time  to  perform  that  Duty /bur" 

^  I 
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I  find,  Sir,  ’tis  not  eafy  to  come  at  you,  unlefs  by  Sur- 
pnfe  ;  for  you  are  al  ways  either  afleep  or  abroad — at  lead: 
your  People  are  pleas’d  to  tell  tne  fo. 

Beau.  Sir,  have  you  any  thing  particular  to  fay  to 

me  ? 

Poet.  I  came,  Sir,  to  pay  my  Rcfpecls  to  you  - ■ 

Excufe,  Sir,  the  Boldnefs  that  infpires  me  —  if— 

Beau.  Dear  Sir,  without  any  Ceremony  be  pleas’d  to 
inform  me  what  you  would  have  with  me. 

Poet.  As  the  Rank,  Wit,  and  Generofity,  which 
you  are  every  where  famous  for  — — * 

Beau.  Yes,  lam  very  famous-— fo  let  thatpafs. 

Poet.  ’Tis  an  extreme  Pain,  Sir,  to  a  Man  of  Mo- 
defty,  to  be  obliged  to  put  himfelf  forward,  and  ac¬ 
quaint  People  what  he  is.  One  ought  always  to  be 
introdue’d'to  the  Great  by  thofe  who  could  give  fome 
Accoupt^of  one’s  Character  and  Talents,  and  make 
one’s  little  Meric  feriotifly  confider’d :  For  my  part, 
Sir,  I  Oiould  have  been  glad  if  fome  Perfon  of  Tafte 
and  Underftanding  had  told  you  what  I  am. 

Beau.  O  Sir!  that’s  vifibie  in  your  Drefs  and  Beha¬ 
viour  ;  you  are  a  Poet  I  prefume.  Sir. 

Poet.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  a  Poet  ;  but  not  a  common 
Poet,  let  me  tell  you.  Sir;  I’m  none  of  your  Opera- 
tieal,  Farcical,  Sing  Tong  Scrihlers;  none  of  your  lit¬ 
tle  pitiful  Rhymemongers,  that  pefter  the  Town  with 
occasional  Poems,  and  live  themfelves  by  writing 
Elegies  on  the  Dead.  No,  Sir;  I  am,  in  the  ge-  1 
nuine  and  fublime  Senfe  of  the  Term,  a  Dramatick 
Poet. 

Beau.  U m  —  you  are  a  Writer  of  Tragedy  then. 

Poet.  True,  Sir.  * — — Yes,  I  wear  the  Buskin,  and 
to  fome  purpofe,  as  you’ll  find,  if  you’ll  permit  me 
to  read  you  a  Portion  of  my  Piece.  Here’s  a  Scene, 
Sir,  I’gad  will  make  you  melancholy  for  a  Fort¬ 
night;  my  Grandmother  has  c>y’d  at  it  many  a  time. 

Beau .  I  don’t  queftion,  Sir,  but  ’tis  extremely  tra¬ 
gical ;  however,  you’ll  excufe  me  at  prefent,  I’m  a 
little  in  hade,  and — — 


Poet * 
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Poet.  Bur,  Sir,  as  I  was  faying  before,  Sir—— you 
being  a  Perfon  of  Rank,  Generofity,  and  Intereft  in 
the  Drawing-Room,  a  few  Tickets,  Sir  —  a  very  few, 
Sir — lie  in  your  Pocket,  Sir. 

Beau.  Enough,  enough,  Sir  5  my  Pockets  won’t 

hold  fo  many. - Very  well,  I  fhali  take  care  —  to 

return  them  clean  as  they  came.  [ ' Afide . 

Poet.  [To  Beaumont’;  Servant. ~]  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  ac¬ 
cept  of  a  Ticket  to  fee  my  Piece.—  [To  Beaumont.]  In 
fhort,  Sir,  there’s  fo  much  Traih  daily  brought  upon 
the  Stage,  that  a  good  Thing  is  Hilled,  if  not  properly 
fupportedj  1  hope  therefore,  dear  Sir,  you’ll  prevail 
on  your  Friends  to  do  my  Piece  Juftice,  Sir  —  and 
fo,  Sir,  I’m  your  very  humble  obfequious  Slave.  — 
I  fhall  do  you  Juilice,  Sir,  in  my  Dedication 

;  \  [P0ng, 

Beau.  No,  no,  ’Slife!  hold,  Sir,  no  Dedication  to 
me,  I  charge  you. 

Poet .  O  dear,  Sir,  that’s  your  abundant  Modefty, 
Sir,  but  - - — 

Beau.  No,  faith,  kis  my  Pride,  Sir >  and  therefore 
at  the  Peril  of  your  Play  don’t  think  on’t. 

Poet.  No,  Sir!  Why  then  let  me  fee - — -  why 

then,  fuppofe  I  was  to  write  a  Copy  of  Commenda¬ 
tory  Verfes  in  your  Name,  and  prefix  to  my  Tra¬ 
gedy* 

Beau.  ’Sdeath !  that  would  be  more  Scandal  than 
t’other.  Look  you,  Sir,  you  fhall  make  ufe  of  my 
Interell  only  on  condition  that  you  make  no  ufe  of  my 
Name. 

Poet.  Lack-a-day !  Sir,  you’d  have  no  reafon  to  re¬ 
pent  of  permitting  your  Name  to  be  prefix’d  to  my 
Piece,  it  will  be  follow’d  by  the  whole  World,  I  al¬ 
lure  you,  Sir  j  and  I  fhall  make  at  leaft  a  Thousand 
Pounds  of  it. 

Beau.  So  much  the  better,  Sir.  But  . — - — 

Poet.  But  Sir — —if  you  could  lend  me  a  couple  of 
Pieces  for  the  prefent  —  you  may  repay  yourfelf,  you 
know,  Sir,  out  of  my  Tickets. 


C  z 
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Beau .  With  all  ray  Heart,  Sir 
get  rid  of  thee  at  fo  cheap  a  rate. 


and  glad  t® 

[ 'A fide . 


Poet.  Sir,  I’m  your  moft  obedient,  mod  fubonffive, 
and  .mo ft  devoted  humble  Servant.  [Emt* 

Beau.  How  fupple  this  buskin’d  Thunder-monger 
« 5  at  another  Time  I  fhould  have  diverted  mylelf 
with  the  Fool,  but  now  — 


Enter  Heartly. 

Dear  Heartly  !  X  am  as  glad  to  fee  thee,  as  to  get  rid 
of  the  Coxcomb  that’s  juft  gone  out. 

Heart.  To  find  you  at  home  at  this  time  o’  Day,  is 
no  final  Miracle,  Ned-,  as  5tis  no  final]  Happinefs  to 
find  you  alone  at  any  time. 

Beau.  Faith,  Sir,  I  rrs  very  furry  you  do  find  me  at 
home,  5cis  much  againft  either  Inclination  or  Inten¬ 
tion  3  but  i  have  been  hemm’d  in  with  luch  Shoals  of 
impertinent  Rafcals  - - — 

Heart.  Heat  it  ye,  Sir,  don  t  you  pretend  to  have 
feme  Affedtion  for  my  Niece? 

Beau.  Yes,  Sir,  and  hadn’t  I  been  malicioufly  de¬ 
tain’d,  I  fhould  have  prov’d  it  fomething  more  than  a 
pretended  Affe&ion,  by  applying  to  your  Brother  for 
Ills  Approbation. 

Heart.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  defire,  that  from  this  Mo¬ 
ment  you  will  look  upon  thofe  impertinent  Rafcals,  as 
you  call  ’em,  to  have  been  the  beft  Friends  you  ever 
met  with. 

Beau.  Why  fo,  pr’ythee? 

Heart.  Becsufe  if  you  had  gone  to  make  the  Pro- 
pofal  you  talk  of,  or  I  had  fail’d  finding  you  here, 

Belsm  had  been  irrecoverably  loft. - But  there’s  no 

Time  to  be  fpent  in  talking:  in  fhorr,  Sir  Credulous  \ 
has  fix’d  on  a  Husband  for  his  Daughter,  and  is  deter-  ' 
min’d  to  marry  her  this  very  Evening. 

Beau.  Confufion!  to  whom? - l_This  Evening  I 

impoffibic!  i 

heart,  i  o  a  Corttijh  Scjuire,  one  Booby,  a  very  great 
Fool,  with  a  very  great  Efface,  Nephew  to  Doftpr 
Mumny  his  Phyfician,  who  has  made  up  this  Match, 

it 
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st  Teems,  and  brought  his  Squire  from  the  Land's  End 
to  consummate. 

Beau.  CJiifCj  Heavily  /  what’s  to  be  done?  Can’t  you 
pi  event,  at  lea  It  defer  this  prepofterbus  Bufinefs  ?  Your 
IsitOj  eft  -  with  your  Brother - - 

Heart  .Will  do  nothing  at  all,  I  fear.  A  Man  that’s 
rode  by  his  Do&or,  mutt  go  as  he  Ipurs.  BeGdes, 
j  s  ^turally  poGtive,  and  is  fo  bent  on  this  Projedt, 
t^at  his  Daughter  op  poling  it  in  favour  of  you,  was 

the  Caufe  of  his  relieving  to  have  it  executed  this 
Evening. 

Lean.  This  Squire  Loohy  is  in  Town  then  ? 

Heart.  Juft  arrived.  I  luckily  law  him  as  he  enter’d 
the  inn,  and  guelTing  at  him  by  his  Equipage,  had 
the  Cunoficy  to  follow,  and  make  a  few  Obfei vatians 
on  him  as  he  was  eating  his  Afternoon’s  Luncheon 
m  t  e  vitchen.  As  for  his  Figure,  you  may  have  an 
opportunity  of  feeing  him  in  purls  Naluralibus ;  and 

h  an,cX  °f  Drefs  t00’11  find  every  way  anfwer- 
a  ie.  pen  for  his  Wit,  I  could  fee  nothing  at  all 

o;"  ![  ’  ,  t,s  ,°  L,l°re  tout  up  in  his  incommunicable 
OKuit,  that  his  Tongue  is  never  a  Jot  the  wifer  for’r. 

^  ,aP  1  y°ui  Biains  can  invent  any  Stratagem  to 
inare  him  with,  his  won’t  be  able  to  find  the  way  of 
oppofing  it.  '  1 

Beau.  Say’ll  thou  So,  Heartly? 

Heart.  If  I  have  any  Skill  in’ Mem- _ . 

Beau.  Why,  that's  fome  Comfort.  I’ll  warrant 

thee  we  find  fome  Trick  or  other  to  trap  the  Wood¬ 
cock.  *  . 

h™rt:  B,f  y°u  be  fpeedy  then,  and  fet  about 
him  before  us  known  that  he’s  in  Town. 

‘fit  f°me’  ACW  mc  1uick,y  whcre  he’s  hous’d, 
ar7  1  “  “f*  y°u  as  we  go  what  way  I’ve  hit  on  to  dif- 
poie  of  turn  at  prelent;  while  I’m  engag’d  there  I 
mUi\  depend  on  you,  dear  Heartly ,  to  do  what  you 
can  tor  me  with  your  Brother,  and  to  contrive  f  me 

way  of  letting  me  fee  Belina,  that  we  may  confult  to- 
getner  an  this  Exigency. 


c  3 
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Heart .  That  Particular  I  moil  leave  to  her  Maid 
Primrofe -y  ’tis  a  crafty  Gipfy,  and  will  be  a  ufeful  In- 
ltrument  in  this  Bufinefs. 

Beau .  She  (hall  not  want  Encouragement.- - -  But 

now  to  Adion.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  II.  J?he  Square. 

Enter  Looby,  and  his  Man  Jofeph. 

Looby,  ['turning  himfelf  hack ,  as  to  fome  People  'who 
feem  to  follow  him  and  laugh  at  him'.}  Hey-day  !  what’s 
here  to  do?  What  would  they  be  at?  A  Murrain 
take  the  fool i ill  Town,  and  all  the  Fools  that  live  in’r. 
Can’t  a  Man  walk  the  Street  without  having  a  Pack  j 
of  Simpletons  flaring  and  gigling  at  him  ? 

Jof.  Why,  what  the  Deauce  can  thefe  Volk  vind 
to  laugh  at  now  in  my  Mai  Her  ? 

Looby.  True,  Jo. 

Jof.  There’s  noathing  ridiculous  zure  in  his  W or- 
fhip ! 

Looby.  Right-— am  I  crooked  ?  am  I  hump-back’d?‘ 

Jof  Hacks !  you  ha’ need  of  better  Monners  here  5. 
his  Worfhip  is  hugely  refpeded  in  the  Weft, 

Looby .  Why  true,  Jo-y  S’bud,  we  do  ’em  too  much 1 1 
Honour  to  come  into  their  City. 

Jo.  My  Mai  Her  is  not  a  Mon  to  be  jok’d  upon. 

Looby.  No  indeed. 

Jo.  Odzooks!  the  next  that  (hews  his  Teeth,  I’ll  1 
fairly  knock  ’em  down  his  Throat. 

Looby.  Well  laid,  Jo.  ' 

Enter  Beaumont  and  Heartly,  behind.  ‘j 

/  V  _  ill 

Beau .  This  is  our  Chap  then? 

Heart .  The  fame. 

Beau.  And  a  pretty  Stick  of  Logwood  it  looks 
like.  ^  •  .  .  ,  j  j 

Heart.  Go  to  work  upon  it  then,  whilfl:  I  prepare 
Matters  a  little  at  home.  [Exit  Heartly, 


Bern. 
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Beau.  [Making  up  to  Looby,  and  pretending  to  know 
him7\  Hah!  wl^)  do  I  fee?  Squire  Looby/  Sir,  I’m 
your  very  humble  Servant  5  Fm  forry  to  fee  a  Per  Ton 
of  your  Appearance,  Sir,  fo  .fcurvily  receiv’d  ;  and  I 
ask  your  Pardon  in  behalf  of  the  Town. 

Looby.  Sr,  I’m  your  Servant.  — -  Mayhap  then. 


Sir,  you  may  be  of  Kin  to  my  Lord-Mayor. 

Beau  Biefs  me,  Sir!  is’t  poffible  that  you  fhould 
not  know  me?  Can  five  or  fix  Years  Abience  make 

you  forget  the  belt  Friend  to  the  Family  of  the 
Loobies  ? 

.  L"h-  1  beg  Pardon,  Sir. - S’bud  !  I  don’t  know 

bbn.  [A fide. 

Beau.  There’s  not  a  Looby  in  Cornwal  but  I  know 
’em,  from  the  highefl  to  the  lowed;  I  vifited  no  bo¬ 
dy  elfe  all  the  time  I  was  at  the  Land's  End \  and  had 
the  Honour  of  feeing  you,  Sir,  almoft  every  Day. 
Looby .  The  Honour  was  mine,  Sir. 

Beau.  Can’t  you  recollect  my  Face  ? 

Looby .  Oh  ! - -  Oh  !  — - — —  I  don’t  know  him,  Jo. 

[. Afide . 


Beau.  Don’t  you  remember  I  had  the  Pleaiure  of 
drinking  with  you  at  our  jolly  Landlady’s  at  Penfianze? 
What  was  her  Name? 

Looby.  Dame  Blouze. 

Beau.  Ay,  ay,  the  fame. ~ —  Ah  !  wc  hom’d  it  off, 
hair  Seas  over,  I’faith.- — —  Don’t  you  remember  me 
yet  ? 

Looby.  Yes,  yes,  I  remember  you  now.  - —  The 

Duce  take  me  if  I  do  tho’.  [Afide. 


Beau.  My  dear  Friend,  let  us  embrace  then,  and  re¬ 
new  the  Ties  of  our  former  Friendfhip. 

Jofi  Odd,  Mai  iter,  this  Gentleman  loves  your  Wor- 
fhip  mightily. 

Beau.  Come,  let  us  have  fomeNews  of  our  Friends. 
How  does  the  good  Gentleman  your-* — -he  that  — , 
the  honefieft  Man  in  the  World? 


Looby.  My  Brother  the  Counfellor  you  mean. 

Beau.  Ay,  the  fame. 

Looby.  Weil  and  lufty,  as  jolly  and  jocund  as  ever, 

G  4  Beau. 
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Beau.  Pm  fincerely  glad  of  it.— —And  your  Uncle, 

how  does  he  do  ? 


Looby .  Sir,  I  have  no  Uncle  \  I  have  only  an  Aunt. 

Beau.  Your  Aunt,  I  mean — -a  good  Woman  as 
ever  liv’d  $  fo  pious  and  devout ! 

Looby.  Ah  !  ihe  has  been  dead  this  long  while  5  and 
my  Coufin  the  Vicar  has  been  nigh  his  Departure  too, 
With  a  Brandy- Fever,  as  we  call  it. 

Beau.  That’s  a  Pity$  he  was  a  brave,  jolly  — - — 

Looby.  No,  no,  not  jolly. 

Beau.  Well  made,  I  would  fay.  S’life  I  havefmok’d 
many  a  Score  good  Pipes  with  him.  He  was  Vicar  of 
'•——what  d’ye  call  it- — —a* — »a  * 

Looby.  St.  Stephens. 

Beau .  Right,  right, ‘St.  Stephens. 

Looby .  He  names  all  the  whole  Family,  you  find,  Jo. 

Jpf  He  knows  your  Woiihip  better  than  you  think 
for. 

Beau.  Well,  Sir,  as  ’tis  plain  we’re  old  Acquain¬ 
tance,  I  hope  you’ll  make  my  Houle  your  Home, 
while  you  continue  in  Town. 

Looby.  Sir,  Pm  your  Servant  — but  I— - - 

Beau.  Not  a  Word,  I  be  leech  you  \  I  infill  up¬ 
on  it. 


Jof.  Why,  zincethe  Gentleman  zeems  fo  zet  upon’t, 
e’en  vrankly  accept  of  his  Kindnefs,  Maifter. 

Beau.  Where’s  your  Baggage  ?  I’ll  fend  my  Ser¬ 
vants.  — -  Here  John !  Richard!  Thomas! 

Looby.  No,  no,  I  forewarn’d  the  Inn-keeper  not  to 
let  thfctn  go  till  I  call’d  for  ’em  my  felf,  for  fear  of' 
foipe  Roguery  in  this  waundy  Town,  you  know. 

Beau.  ’Twas  prudently  caution’d.  — —  Well,  Sir2  > 
I  ill  a  11  only  give  a  few  neceflary  Orders,  and  then  ex¬ 
pect  you  at  that  corner  tfoufe' yonder. 

*  Jof  Well  be  wi’ye  out.  o’  Hood,  Sir. 

Looby.  1  his  ss  an  Acquaintance  I  did  not  drearq 

ofT  jo:  '  "*  '  ‘  ‘ . .  r 

Jof.  Why  fecks,  Maifter,  no  more  did  not  I,  but 
|  talks  like  a  migh;y  hondl  Genrlemon. 

[Exeunt  Looby  and  Jofeph.: 

Beau» 
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Beau.  I’faith,  Squire  Looby,  we  fhall  (hew  you  fomc- 
thing  of  the  Town  very  quickly  •  •  we  fhall  not  be 

wanting  in  our  Civilities  to  you. 

Enter  Galleypot. 

Oh,  Sir !  I  believe  you  are  the  Doftor  I  fent  to  fpeak 
with.  Don’t  you  live  at  yon  corner  Houfe? 

Gall  No,  Sir,  I  have  not  the  Honour  to  be  a  Doc¬ 
tor,  I’m  only  his  Apothecary  3  an  unworthy  Apothe¬ 
cary,  at  your  Service,  Sir. 

Beau.  Isn’t  the  Do&or  at  home  then? 

Gall  Yes,  Sir,  he’s  a  little  bufy  at  prefent,  difpatch- 
ing  a  few  Patients,  but  will  be  ready  to  wait  on  you 
inftantaneoufly. 

Beau.  I  want  to  put  a  certain  Relation  of  mine  in¬ 
to  his  Hands,  who  labours  under  a  melancholy  Indi£ 
pofition,  which  we  would  willingly  have  him  cur’d  of 
before  he  were  married. 

Gall  O’  my  Word,  Sir,  you  could  not  have  apply’d 
to  a  more  able  Phyfician  3  he’s  a  Man  that  underilands 
the  Fundamentals  of  his  Art,  the  whole  Chriftcrofs- 

Row  of  Phyfick  - - then  he  does  every  thing  by 

Form  and  Method  3  he’d  fooner  let  a  Patient  die  than 
cure  him  with  any  other  Medicine  than  the  College 
prefcribes. 

Beau.  XMt’s  very  right  3  a  Patient  flioujd  not  de- 
firc  to  be  cur’d,  if  ’tis  not  agreeable  to  the  College. 

Gall  O  Sir!  there’s  a  Pleafurc  in  being  his  Pa¬ 
tient,  and  I’d  rather  die  of  his  phyfick,  than  be  cur’d 
of  another’s  5  for  come  what  will,  one  s  fure  that 
things  have  gone  on  methodically  3  and  that  if  you  die 
under  his  Directions,  your  Heirs  could  not  pofiibiy 
have  any  thing  to  find  fault  with. 

Beau.  Why,  that’s  a  great  Comfort  to  a  dead  Mam 

Gall  Then  he’s  not  a  Man  like  fome,  who  makes 
the  mod  of  Difeafes*  he’s  expeditious,  very  expedi¬ 
tious  >  and  if  his  Patients  are  to  die,  ’tis  over  with 
them  in  a  Trice.  Sir,  I  hope  you  don’t  think 

that  I  fay  this  out  of  any  Principle  of  Intereftj  or  that 

I  recommend  him  for  a  Doctor,  becaufe  he  recom¬ 
mends 
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mends  me  for  an  Apothecary  5  not  in  the  leaft,  up-m 
my  Credit,  Sir }  but  if  you  pleafe  to  Hep  to  him.  Sir, 
you  11  be  better  convinc’d. 

Beau.  Sir,  your  Servant,  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

[ Exeunt . 

SCENE  in.  A  Room' in  the  Dolor's  Houfe. 

Enter  Dolior  Mummy,  follow'd  by  a  Countryman,  and 

Countrywoman * 

’ 

Countryman.  Zir,  my  Father  can  hold  it  no  longer, 
his  Head  rages  at  the  mod  grievous  rate! 

Mummy.  The  Patient’s  a'Foolj  the  Diftemper,  ac¬ 
cording  to  Galen ,  docs  not  lie  in  his  Head,  but  in  his 
Dplcen. 

Countryman.  Howfomever  that  may  be,  Zir,  I’m 
2ure  a  has  a  violent  Purging  upon  him. 

Mu™™y-  Goodj,  that’s  a  fign  his’  Body’s  open.  1 

,  .  ' ,  e "»  ’  "  “>m  *n  two  or  three  Days  time, 

but  r  he  ihould  die  before,  be  fure  you  fend  me  word 

°[  u*  f0!;  tis  not  proper  that  a  Phyfician  ihould  vific 
the  Dead.  [Exit  Countryman. 

Countrywoman.  What  fhall  I  do,  Maifter?  my  poor 
Husband  grows  worfe  and  worfe. 

Mmnmy  That’s  not  my  Fault,  good  Woman,  I  give 
him  Medicines,  why  won’t  he  be  cur’d  ?  why  won’t 
he  be  cur’d  ?  How  often  has  he  been  blooded  ? 

Countrywoman.  Fifteen  times,  Zir,  within  this  Fort- 

night.  v 

Mummy.  Fifteen  times  blooded  within  this  Fort- 
night !  t 

Countrywoman.  Yes.  1 

Mummy.  And  doesn’t  he  mend? 

Countrywoman.  No,  Sir. 

Mummy.  Urn  —  that’s  a  fign  his  Diftemper  is  not  in 
his  Blood  $  we’ll  purge  him  as  many  times,  to  fee  if 
tis  not  in  his  Humours 5  and  at  lafi:,  if  nothing  will 
do- — -  why,  we’ll  fend  him  to  the  Bath/ 

[£x/t  Countrywoman . 

Enter 
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Enter  Beaumont  Gaileypot. 

Mummy .  Mr.  Gaileypot ,  your  Servant.  ~  ■  ■  Your 
Pleafure,  Sir?  [7^  Beaumont. 

Beau.  I  have  a  Relation,  Sir,  a  little  diforder’d  in 

Mind,  whom  I  would  be  glad  to  lodge  in  your  Houfr* 
that  he  might  be  the  more  conveniently  cur’d,  and 
with  the  greater  Secrecy. 

Mummy.  I  fhall  take  all  the  Care  imaginable,  Sir. 

Beau.  I  delire  above  all  that  you’ll  not  let  him  efcape, 
for  he’ll  often  be  endeavouring  lit  it. 

Galley.  Oh !  you  may  trull  Dr.  Mummy  for  that. 
Sir  5  ’tisn’t  an  eafy  matter  to  get  out  of  his  Hands. 

Beau .  [ ' Afide. ]  Dr. Mummy!  I’m  thunderlfruck  !  why 
this  is  his  Uncle  j  here’s  a  fine  Trick  of  Fortune,  truly 
—  We  are  all  blown  up  i’faith  !  — Pray,  Sir,  is  your 
Name  Mummy  ? 

Mummy  Dr.  Mummy ,  at  your  Service,  Sir. 

Beau.  And  is  not  one  Squire  Looby  of  Penfanze^  in  the 
County  of  Cornwall  your  Nephew? 

Mummy .  He  is,  Sir,  and  I  expe6t  him  in  Town  this 
very  Evening,  to  confummate  a  Match  which  i  have 
concluded  for  him? 

Beau.  So !  — —  Pray,  Sir,  what  fort  of  a  Gentle¬ 
man  is  he,  for  if  I’m  not  deceiv’d,  I  had  once  fome 
Acquaintance  with  him. 

Mummy.  In  bona  fide ,  Sir,  I  can’c  tell  you  \  I  have 
not  feen  him  this  Fifteen  Year,  and  then  he  was  but  a 
mere  Stripling.  I  don’t  in  the  lead  exped  to  know 
him  when  1  lee  him. 

Beau.  So  much  the  better,  troth*,  it  may  do  yet 
then,  for  a  little  while,  \_dfide.~]  — — O!  here  comes 
the  Gentleman  I  fpoke  to  you  of.  But  take  care  your 
Name  is  not  mention’d  before  him,  for  if  he  knows 

you  are  a  Phyikian,  we  fhan’t  get  him  to  day. - 

And  another  Caution  I  mud  give  you,  never  to  ask 
his  Name  neither,  for  it  throws  him  into  fuch  vio¬ 
lent  Diforders,  that  he  may  do  you  fome  Mifchief. 

Mummy.  1  fhall  regularly  obferve  all  Frtxautions, 
Sir)  and  it  fortunately  falls  out,  that  I  have  an  ancient 

Friend 
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Friend  of  the  Faculty  within,  with  whom  I  fhall  be 
glad  to  confulc  on  this  Dillemper. 


Enter  Looby, 

Beau  My  dear  Friend,  I’m  glad  you’re  come ;  here’s! 
a  little  Bufinels  fallen  out,  which  obliges  me  to  leave 
you  for  to-night;  but  I  have  appointed  this  Peifon  to 
attend  you,  who  has  Orders  to  treat  you  in  the  bell 
manner  poffible. 

Looby.  This  is  his  Steward,  to  be  fure  j  he’s  certain¬ 
ly  fome  Lord  or  other. 

Mummy.  You  may  be  affur’d,  Sir,  I  fhall  treat  the 
Gentleman  methodically,  and  with  all  the  Nicety  and 
Regularity  of  Art,  1 

Looby.  S’nigs,  Sir !  there’s  no  (Decagon  for  fo  much 

Ceremony.  1  hope,  Sir,  you’ll  ufe  me  with  all  Free- 
dom. 

Beau.  I  intend  it,  upon  my  Honour,  Sir.  —  I  bee: 
y°u  ^  pardon  my  Incivility  in  leaving  you;  but  Buli- 
ncfs}  Sir  — and  fo  your  moil  obedient. 

y  j  v?-  ,  [ Exit  Beaumont. 

.Leo by.  Y on  go  me  too  much  Honour,  Sir.  - 

Wei),  Mr.  Steward^  we’ll  take  a  Cruft  and  a  Bottle 
together,  and  then  I’ll  e’en  go  look  out  my  Uncle 
and  hear  when  this  lame  Match  is  to  be  made  up.  5 

Mummy.  I  am  very  much  honour’d.  Sir,  in  beinn* 
made  choice  of  to  ferve  you.  4 

Looby.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Mummy.  Brother  Diafcordium ,  will  you  walk  this 
way  ? 

Enter  Diafcordium. 


Here’s  a  iearn’d  Brother  of  the  Faculty,  with  whom 
J  mail  conluk  in  what  manner  to  treat  you,  Sir. 

Lcouy.  No  Ceremony,  Gentlemen,  pray  now  I’m 
one  that  am  eafily  latisfied.  r  J  n 

Mummy.  Chairs  here. 

Looby.  Thefe  are  forrowful  kind  of  Domefticks  for 
a  young  Gentleman,  tho’. 


/ 


Mummy . 


z9 


The  DoBor  the  Difeafe. 

Mummy.  Come,  Sir,  take  your  Place,  Sir. 

[The  two  Phyfieians  fit  down  on  each  fide  of  Looby, 
and  take  hold  of  bis  Hands  to  feel  his  Pulfe. 

_  Looby.  Y our  very  bumble  Servant.  [Giving  his  Hands.] 
What  does  this  mean  now  ?  I  fuppofe  ’tis  theFaflvon 

herf;  '  ^  {Afide. 

Mummy .  Do  you  eat  well,  Sir? 

Looby.  Yes,  and  drink  better. 

Diaf.  So  much  the  worfe *  that  great  Appetitionof 
Frigid  and  Humid,  is  an  Indication  oF  Pleat  and  Ari* 
dity  within.  Do  you  fleep  much  ? 

Looby.  Yes,  when  I  have  made  a  good  Supper. 
Mummy.  Do  you  dream  ? 

Looby.  Sometimes. 


Diaf.  Of  what  Nature  are  rhofe  Dreams? 

Looby.  Of  the  Nature  of  all  Dreams,  I  think  -  -  -n 
S’bud !  I’m  in  a  Dream  now,  by  what  I  can  find. 

I  df 0 fig* ^ 

\_Ail  thro'  this  Scene  Looby  looks  with  Amazement 
and  Terror ,  fir  ft  on  one  Dottvr,  then  on  t'other. 

Mummy.  Is  your  Body  open,  Sir  ? 

Looby.  Hoop,  hoop!  the  Men  are  mad,  I  think _ 

my  Body’s  empty.  Sir,  and  I  want  a  little  Vi&ualsand 
Drink,  with  your  Leave. 

Diaf  A  little  Patience,  Sir,  we  are  going  to  rcafoa 
upon  your  Cafe,  and  then  - - 

Looby.  Hoity,  toity!  there  does  not  want  much 
Reasoning  to  eat  a  Bit. 

Mummy.  As  it  fo  is,  that  no  Malady  can  be  cur’d 
unlels  we  are  acquainted  with  itj  and  as  we  cannot  be 
acquainted  with  it  without  eftablifhing  an  Idea  of  jr 
by  Symptoms  Diagnoftick  and  Prognoflick;  permit 
me,  my  ancient  Friend  and  Brother,  to  obferve,  that 
our  Patient  hereprefent  is  unfortunately  affeSed,  pof- 
iefsd,  and  opprels’d  with  that  fort  of  Madnefs  which 
we  juuly  term  Hypochondriac!?  Melancholy  ;  fo  call’d 
not  only  by  the  Latins ,  but  alfo  by  the  Greeks ,  which 
is  very  necefTary  to  be  taken  notice  of  in  this  Cafe. 

Loob.  Sir!  What!  How!  ,  , 
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}&  The  Mother -rn-  Law ;  or ? 

Mummy .  No  Interruption,  Sir,  X crave.— — Now 
the  Cauie  of  this  Diftemper  lies  chiefly  in  the  Spleen, 
the  Heat  and  Inflammation  of  which  conveys  to  the 
Brain  abundance  of  crafs  and  fuliginous  Effluvia^  whofe 
black  and  malignant  Vapours  obfcurify,  modify,  and 
infelt  the  Animal  Spirits,  and  cauie  a  Oepravation  of 
the  Functions  of  the  cogitant  Faculty.  And  for  an 
income  liable  Symptom  that  our  Patient  here  is  tainted 
with  that  Diftemper,  you  may  only  oblerve  that  Sad- 
nefs  of  Countenance  with  which  he  beholds  us  5  that 
Sorro wfulnefs  of  I'ace,  accompanied  with  Fear  and 
Diftruft  y  that  haggcd  Phyfiognomy,  and  thofe  rolling 
Eyeballs :  All  this  being  premis’d,  and  taken  for  grant¬ 
ed,  let  us  proceed  to  the  Remedies  ncceflary  to  Cu- 
ration. 

Looby.  Where  the  murrain  am  I!  and  what  the 
Plague  are  they  going  to  do  to  me  ! 

Mummy.  Good  Sir,  be  filent.  ~  Firft:  of  all 

then,  I’m  of  opinion  that  he  fliould  be  copioufly  Phle - 
hotomis'dy  efpecially  in  the  Jugular ,  where  the  Ori¬ 
fice  ought  to  be  fufficiently  large  j  in  the  next  Place, 
feme  potent  Catharticks  may  fafely  be  adminifter’d  • 
and  iaftly,  an  Emetick  or  two  of  the  roughefl:  kind 
may  rationally  take  place  —  dixi  —  Brother. 

Diaf.  Heaven  forbid,  Brother,  that  I  fliould  add  any 
thing  to  what  you  have  faid.  The  Arguments  you 
have  us’d  are  fo  weighty  and  learned,  that  ’tis  impofli- 
ble  but  his  Diftemper  mult  be  what  you  have  pro¬ 
nounced  j  or  if  it  were  not,  it  mu  ft  neceflarily  become 
fo  for  the  Beauty  and  Juftnefs  of  your  Ratiocination* 
Nothing  therefore  remains  to  be  done  by  me,  but  to 
compliment  the  Gentleman  upon  being  fo  happy  as  to 
be  out  of  his  Wits,  that  he  may  experience  the  Effi-  \ 
cacy  and  Gcntlenefs  of  your  Medicines.  ! 

Looby.  Gentlemen,  ’us  an  Hour  flnce  you  began, 
and  fo  long  X  have  hearken’d  to  you  5  be  pleas’d  to  fa- 
tisfy  me  it  you  ben’t  adling  a  Comedy  here? 

Mammy .  Heaven  forbid,  Sir.  - - No,  no,  we  are 

not  in  jdi.  No  body  e  ver  found  us  fo  ye:,  nor  is 
Phyfick  a  thing  to  be  jelled  with. 

Looby . 
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Looby.  What  the  murrain  d’ye  mean  by  all  this  then? 
And  what  the  Devil  would  you  be  at  with  your  Hm~ 

nofiicks  and  Dognofticks?  * 

Mummy.  Good.  Injurious  Language}  this  is  a  Symp¬ 
tom  we  wanted  for  a  Confirmation  of  his  Malady. 
This  may  turn  to  Phrenfy.  3 

^ Looby .  Who  the  Duce  have  they  put  me  among 

Diaf.  Another  Diagnoftick,  frequent  Soliloquy. 
Looby,  No  more  of  this-— but  let’s  be  gone. 
Mummy.  Another— Inquietude  to  change  Place 
Looby.  In  one  Word,  Friend,  what’s  the  Meaning 
or  this  Affair  ?  What  would  you  have  of  me  ? 

Mummy .  We  would  make  a  Cure  of  you,  as  we  were 
defired  to  do. 

Looby.  Cure  me! 

JDiaf.  Yes. 

Loob.  S’blood !  I  an’t  fick. 

Mummy.  A  bad  Symptom  — —  A  Patient  not  to  be 
fenfible  of  his  Illnc!*.  Look  ye.  Sir,  we  know  how 
ye  are,  better  than  you  do  your  felf }  we  are  Phyfi-  i 
cians  that  can  fee  clearly  into  your  Conftitution. 

Looby  If  you  are  Phyficians,  avantl  I  abominate' 
an  Doctors  and  Apothecaries. 

Mummy.  Urn!  — the  Man’s  more  mad  than  weima- 
gin  d. 

Looby.  I  never  took  fo  much  as  a  Angle  Pill  in  my 

Life  Mv  Father  and  Mother  were  o’  the  fame 

Mind,  and  died  both  o’em  without  the  Help  of  a 
Doctor.  r 

Mummy  I  don’t  wonder  then  they  got  fuch  a  Fool 
oi  a  Son. 

L°oby.  No,  no,  the  Family  of  the  Loobies  had  al¬ 
ways  more  Senfe  than  to  deal  in  Drugs. 

Mummy .  What  do  I  hear! 

DiaJ  Brother  Mummy ,  you  have  the  Symptoms  of 
Amazement  upon  you! 

Looby.  Who!  Brother  Mummy !  this  is  not  my  Un- 
tie,  fare !  J 
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Mummy .  Mercy  o’  me  !  is  ic  my  Coufin  Lobby  that 
I  have  been  treating  as  a  Madman  all  this  while? 

Looby.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  your  Coufin  Looby  indeed. 

Mummy .  Nephew,  I  beg  your  Pardon  fincerely.— 
How  did  this  come  ?  How  did  this  happen  ? 

Looby .  Why,  it  happen’d  that  that  pretended  Friend 
cf  mine,  who  would  needs  fcrape  an  Acquaintance 
with  me,  is  a  little,  nafty,  rafcally  Dog,  and  brought 

me  here  on  purpofe  to  abufe  me. - But  with  your 

Leave,  Uncle,  Pd  rather  tell  you  the  Story  over  a 
Bottle,  for  Pm  plaguy  thirfly  with  being  fo  devilifhly 
fright  ned. 

Mummy .  This  is  aftoniflxmg,  Brother  Diafcordium . 
It  mult  certainly  have  been  fome  Contrivance  to  balk 
the  Match  I  have  concluded  for  the  Squire,  with  my 
Patient  Sir  Credulous  Hippijh's  Daughter  5  but  we’ll 
probe  it  to  the  bottom.  However,  Nephew,  for  the 
present,  be  pleas’d  to  walk  in  and  take  fome  Repaft  5 
you  fhail  repofe  in  my  Houfe  to-night,  and  early  im 
the  Morning  I’ll  introduce  you  to  your  Miftrcfs,  and 
have  the  Nuptials  folemniz’d  at  once. 

Looby .  Ay,  ay,  Uncle,  no  Nuptials  to-night,  I  beg 
of  ye.  I  have  more  Stomach  for  Repaft  arid  Repofe,. 
as  you  call  ’em. 

Mummy .  ’Tis  prudently  faid,  Nephew.  I’ll  wait 
on  you,  Brother  Diafcordium . 

[ Exeunt  Mummy  and  Looby. 

Diaf  In  Verity,  I  don’t  underftand  this  Proceed¬ 
ing.  It  is  by  no  means  agreeable  to  Practice  and 
Form,  to  let  a  Patient  flip  thro’  one’s  Fingers  at  this; 
rate.  When  once  we  get  any  one  under  our  Regi¬ 
men,  we  never  fail  either  to  kill  him  or  cure  him. 

! 

When  Skill  we  want  to  conquer  the  Difeafe,  i 

We’re  lure  by  Death  to  give  the  Patient  Eafe : 

For  Save,  or  Slay,  this  Privilege  we  claim, 

Tho’  Credit  fuffers,  flill  the  Fee’s  the  fame. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Ash 

A  C  T 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  L 


SCENE,  Tart  of  the  Square  before 
Sir  Credulous  HippifliV  Hou/e. 

Beaumont  and  H  e  a  r  t  l  V. 

^eaU'\\7  ever  f°  fair  a  Proje£l  fo  fooliilily  baf* 
W  fled  ?  Had  there  been  any  Counterplot 
in  the  Cafe,  or  any  Oppofition  on  his  Part,  it  would 
not  have  vex’d  one  fo  much  5  but  when  the  Booby 
perfeaiy  prevented  us  in  our  Defign,  and  jump’d  into 
the  Net  before  ’twas  well  fpread  for  him5  then  to 
have  all  blafted  by  a  fcurvy  Accident,  to  be  outwitted 
by  mere  Chance,  was  infupportable. 

Heart .  ’Twas  provoking  enough.  —  However,  it 
did  not  prove  altogether  in  vain,  we  have  gain’d  ano¬ 
ther  Day  by  it,  which  we  muft  take  care  to  make 
ofe  of. 

Beau.  True*  but  did  not  you  give  me  Hopes 
Heartly ,  that  I  fhould  fee  the  dear  Girl  ?  - 

Heart*  Yes,  and  there  wants  only  a  little  of  your  own 
Dexterity  to  bring  it  about  immediately. 

Beau,  How?  which  way?  tell  me  quickly,  dear 
Heartly . 

Heart Why,  my  Brother,  you  muft  know,  fuffers 
no  Male  Creature  to  come  nigh  her,  but  herMufick* 
Mailer  who  teaches  her  to  ring,  whom  Primrofe  has 
prevail’d  on  to  fend  you  as  his  Deputy,  under  Pretence 
of  being  ill  himfelf.  She’s  now  waiting  for  you  in 
the  Hall,  in  order  to  give  you  your  proper  Creden¬ 
tials*  and  then  you  have  nothing  more  to  do  than  to 
be  cautious  how  you  play  your  Part,  and  to  take  care 

that  your  Paffion  does  not  run  away  with  your -Rea¬ 
son. 


3  4  Mother-m-Law  j  ot. 

Beau,  Dear  Heartly ,  thou  bed  of  Friends,  let  me 

embrace  thee  for  this  Goodnefs. 

Heart*  Nay,  pr’ythee  keep  thy  Raptures  for  thy 
Miltrefs.  Have  your  Wits  about"  you  a  little  at  pre- 
fent,  and  let’s  go  m  and  fe t  to'Bufinefs. 

Beau.  With  all  my  Heart— —lead  the  way  then. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  II.  Sir  Credulous V  Chamber . 


*§Vr  Creel.  Dr.  Mummy  order’d  me  every  Morning  to 
take  twelve  Turns  in  my  Chamber;  but  I  profefs  I 
forgot  if  I  was  to  take  ’em  the  long  way,  or  the  broad 
way  ot  the  Room;  that  was  forgetting  a  material 

Point  — - —  U m  —  Um  —  What  fhall  I  do  in  this 

doubtful  Cafe?  - — —  I  believe  I  had  bed  ev’n  keep  to 
my  Chair  ’till  farther  Orders,  for  the  Doctor  is  mighty 
rigid  in  thefe  things;  and  if  I  flionld  take  but  one 
Turn  more  or  lefs  than  he  preferib’d,  I  fhould  be  fe« 
yerely  reprov’d  - — -  A  very  pundual  able  honed  Man 
in  truth.  I  am  mighty  happy  in  a  Phyfician,  1  muft 
needs  fay,  and  have  one  that  knows  how  to  manage  me 
to  a  Hair. 


Enter  Primrofe/ 

Prim,  Sir,  there  is  ——- 

Sir  Cred .  Speak  foftly,  you  Slut,  thou  ftun’d  my 
very  Brains ;  dodn’t  confider  that  lick  People  are  not 
to  be  bawl’d  to  at  fuch  a  rate  ? 

Prim.  I  came  to  tell  you.  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Speak  foftly,  I  tell  thee. 

Prim .  Sir.  [JVhifpering  very  low. 

Sir  Cred .  Hey  l 

Prim.  I  came  to  tell  you,  Sir.  [TVhifpering, 

Sir  Cred.  Hey!  - - Speak  a  little  louder,  Huffy. 

Print.  Here’s  one  wants  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Sir  Cred .  Let  him.  come  in. 


Beau*  Sir 


Enter  Beaumont. 

.■fcsBsafifisewKc 


Prim . 
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Prim.  Don’t  fpeak  fo  loud,  you’ll  llun  mv  Matter's 
Brain.  J 

Beau.  I’m  glad,  Sir,  to  find  you  out  of  Bed,  and 
to  lee  that  you’re  !o  much  better  than  you  was 
Prim.  Better!  ’tis  falfe,  my  Matter’s  always’ ill. 
Beau.  I  beg  Pardon,  I  only  judg’d  from  the  Gentle- 
man  s  Looks — - —  He  looks  very  well. 


Prim  What  do  you  mean  with  your  Looks  well? 

He  looks  very  in ;  he  never  was  worfe  in  his  Life  I 
tell  you. 

Sir  Cred .  She’s  in  the  right. 

Prim  He  walks,  fleeps,  eats,  and  drinks  indeed, 

ike  other  Folks;  but  that  does  not  hinder  him  from 
being  very  ill. 

Sir  Cred .  She  fays  true. 

Beau.  I’m  very  forry  for’t.  - - I  come,  Sir,  from 


,1  r  i  Oli  •  ilDlU 

the  young  Lady  your  Daughter’s  Mufick- Matter;  he 
was  fuddenly  taken  very  ill,  and  has  fent  me  to  prac- 

fence°Va  l0me  Leffons  with  the  Lady  m  his  Ab- 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well.  ——Call  Belina. 


„  Prim.  I  believe,  Sir,  ’twill  be  better  to  fhew  the 
Gentleman  into  her  Chamber. 

Sir  Cred.  No,  no,  bid  her  come  hither. 

Prim.  He  can’t  teach  her  as  he  ought  to  do  unlefs 
they  are  alone. 

Sir  Cred.  Go  call  her  hither,  I  tell  thee. 

Pfixj'  Why,  Sir,  you  are  not  in  a  Condition  to  be 
difturb’d  at  prefent.  They’ll  only  ftun  your  Brains. 

Sir  Cred.  No,  no,  I  love  Mufick,  and  1  fhail  be 
glad  to  hear  my  Daughter  fing.  —  Q,  here  Ihe  comes ! 
Go  you  and  fee  if  my  Lady’s  dreft.  [Exit  Prim, 

Enter  Belina. 


Sir  Cred.  Corns  here.  Child.  Your  Mufick- 
Mafter,  it  ferns,  is  taken  ill,  and  has  fent  this  Gentle- 
man  to  teach  you  in  his  lleacJ . 

Belina.  ’Tis  he  indeed.  [jdfideS]- - If  the  Gentle¬ 

man,  Sir,  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  lliav  me  what  he’d 


have  me  do,  I’ll  comply  with  his  Inttru&ions  as  well 
as  I  can.  D  2 


<r 
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Beau ,  Charming  Creature!  [ Jfide .]  - — -  My  good 
Fortune  would  be  extraordinary.  Madam,  if  I  could 
inform  you  of  aoy  thing  that  might  be  of  the  lead 
Advantage  $  and  111  fpare  no  pains  — — — 

Sir  Creel.  Very  well.  Sir,  but  will  you  be  pleas’d 
to  let  me  hear  my  Daughter  ling? 

Beau.  I  waited  your  Command?,  Sir.  — -I  have  jufl 
recolleded  the  Scene  of  a  little  Opera,  lately  com¬ 
pos’d,  which  the  Lady  and  1  will  fing  together.— 
Here  Madam’s  your  Part. 

Belina.  My  Part,  Sir? 

Beau.  Pray  make  no  Difficulty,  Madam,  but  permit 
me  to  inftrufl:  you  in  the  Nature  of  the  Scene  we 
are  going  to  ling.  I  have  a  very  indifferent  Voice, 
but  ’twill  be  lufficient  if  i  can  make  my  felf  under- 
flood  5  Sir  Credulous  will  have  the  Goodnefs  to  pardon 
me  — — 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  ay 5  are  the  Verfes  fine? 

Beau.  ’Tis  a  little  Extempore  Opera  >  fo  that  what 
you  hear  fling  will  be  a  kind  of  numerous  Profe,  fuch 
as  the  Paffion  and  Exigency  the  two  Perfons  were  in, 
infpir’d  ’em  with  off-hand. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well,  begin  then. 

Beau.  The  Subjcft  of  the  Scene  is  this.  — - — -A' 

young  Shepherd  being  debar ’d  the  Sight  of  the  Fair 
he  ador’d,  by  the  Confinement  fhe  was  under  from 
the  Moroiends  of  a  Father,  the  Violence  of  his  Paf¬ 
fion  made  him  fpeedily  refolve  to  apply  for  Confent, 
which  he  obtain’d  her  Permiffion  to  do  3  but  at  the 
fame  time* is  inform’d  that  another  Match  was  con¬ 
cluded  on  for  his  Charmer,  and  all  things  prepar’d  to 
celebrate  the  Ceremony  j  thus  flung  with  Anguifh 
and  Defpair,  he  refolves  an  a  Stratagem  to  introduce 
himfelf  into  the  Houfe  of  his  Shepherded,  that  he 
might  learn  from  her  own  Mouth,  her  Sentiments, 
and  his  Deftiny.  There  he  meets  with  Preparations 
for’  .all  th  at  he  *  fears*.  Judge  you,  Sir,  judge  you. 
Madam,  what  a  cruel  Stroke  this  mull  be  to  the  Heart 
of  our  Shepherd.  He  cads  the  moft  languifhing  , 
Looks  on  the  Beauty  he  adores,  till  the  Transport  of 

v  his 
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Iiis  PafSon  makes  him  break  thro’  all 
addrefs  her  in  this  manner. 


Conftraint,  and 
{Sings. 


A  DIALOGUE  SONG. 

Beau.  Oh!  Silvia,  Uis  too  much  to  bear  5 
Break  cruel  Silence ,  and  reply  $ 

Tour  Love ,  or  your  Difdain  declare  5 
Say,  muft  / live ,  or  muft  1  die? 


Belina.  In  this  Extremity  Gf  Pain , 

When  Looks  and  Sighs  my  Paffion  prove 9 
To  ftrive  to  hide  it  is  but  vain , 

Ah  Thyriis !  need  l fay  1  love  ? 


Beau.  Oh!  what  tr an> [porting  Words  I  hear  ! 

Once  more ,  and  all  my  Doubts  remove  : 
Ah  Silvia,  I  but  dreamt  I  fear. 

Belina.  Tes ,  Thyriis,  I  muft  own  I  love . 

Beau.  A  thoufand  times  thofe  Words  repeat . 
Belina. ;  Yes ,  Thyr fis,  /to  <2  toe  I  love . 

Beau.  Did  ever  JS/Iufick  found  fo  fweet ! 

Again - - 

Belina.  —  Tes ,  Thyrfis,  thee  Hove. 


Belina.  Bui ,  Shepherd ,  7%',  I  believe 

That  you  will  ne'er  my  Heart  deceive  ? 
Beau.  let  Experience  be  the  Tefty 

Which  loves  the  longeft  and  the  beft. 


Both. 


''Tis  done  — •  d  may  the  Powers  above 
Blaft  thofe  who  fir  ft  prove  falfe  to  Love. 


Sir  Creel.  And  what  fays  the  Father  to  all  this?  . 

Beau.  Nothing  at  all. 

Sir  Cred.  Why  then,  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  she  Fa¬ 
ther  was  a  Fool  to  hear  with  fuch  Impertinence,  and 
fay  nothing.  In  Ihort,  your  Play  is  of  very  ill  Exam¬ 
ple.  The  Shepherd  Thyrfis  is  an  impertinent  Cox- 

D  5  comb, 
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comb,  and  the  Shepherdefs  Silvia  a  faucy  Minx  to 

talk  at  that  rate  before  her  Father : - Let  me  fee 

that  Paper  there?  Heyday!  where  are  the  Words 

you  have  been  fwging  all  this  time?  Here’s  nothing 
but  Notes!  '  & 

Beau.  Oh  Sir! - as  for  that— -they  —  they  have 

lately  invented  a  way  of  writing  down  the  Words  in 
the  Notes  themfelves. 

Sir  Creel.  O !  have  they  fo  ?  Your  Servant  for  that. 
Sir  ■ - ■ 

Enter  Primrofe, 

Prim.  I’faith,  Sir,  I’m  o’  your  Side  now:  and  re¬ 
nounce  all  that  f  laid  Yefterday.  Here’s  Squire  Looby 
come  with  his  Uncle  to  make  you  a  Vifit.  You’ll 
have  a  charming  Son-in-Law  !  ’tis  one  of  the  een- 
teelcft  wittieft  Mortals  that  ever  was  feen.  He  fpoke 
but  two  Words,  and  they  quite  tranfported  me.  Oh ! 
Madam,  you  11  be  in  love  with  him  at  once. 

Sir  Cred.  [To  Beaumont,  who  is  going.]  Won’t  you 
flay  and  iee  the  Gentleman  that  is  to  marry  my  Dauph- 
ter,  Sir  He’s  the  Nephew  of  my  Phyfician,  and  a 
very  wealthy  Gentleman  of  Cornwal. 

Bean.  My  Company,  Sir,  mayn’t  be  fo  proper  at 
pi  dent;  io  Ill  wait  in  the  Hall  to  give  the  young 
Lauy  another  Leflon  when  the  Interview  is  over. 

c.  ~  ,  ,T  _  [Exit  Beaumont. 

Sir  Cred.  t  our  Servant,  Sir -  O!  here  they 

file.  Come,  put  your  feives  in  Order. 

Enter  Dr.  hdummy  and  Looby. 

Sir  Cred.  You’ll  excufe  me,  Gentlemen,  from  uiv 

coveung  my  Head;  you  Know  the  Conlequence,  Sir, 
as  by  your  own  Orders. 

Mum.  We  are  in  all  our  Vifits  to  confult  the  Wel¬ 
fare  o  our  Patients.  —  My  Nephew  and  I,  Sir,  are 
come  here  to  exprefs  the  Ecftaly  we  are  in  for  the 
f  'mntl  oefign  Uj,  ol  admutmg  us  into  your  AI- 
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Sir  Grid*  I  receive  the  Honour  you  do  me.  Sir, 
■with  a  great  deal  of  Sadsfadfcion;  and  nothing  which 
a  poor  fick  Man  can  do  to  return  the  Obligation, 
lhali  be  ever  omitted. 

Mum .  Come,  Nephew,  advance,  and  make  your 
Compliments. 

Loob .  Muft  not  I  begin  with  the  Father  ? 

Mum .  Yes. 

Loob.  I  wifli  I  may  remember  all  my  Speeches.  [_Jfidel\ 
p  "  '  Sir,  I  falute,  acknowledge,  cherifh,  and  revere 
you  as  a  lecond  Father  ;  but  a  Second  Father  to  whom 
I  may  juftly  fay,  that  Pm  more  indebted  than  to  the 
firfi :  l  was  his  Son  by  Neceffity,  but  am  yours  by 
your  own  Free-will.  And  as  much  fuperior  as  the 
Faculties  of  the  Mind  are  to  thofe  of  the  Body,  fo 
much  more  valuable  do  I  efteem  this  future  Filia¬ 
tion; 


Mum .  My  Nephew,  Sir  Credulous ,  has  been  at  Qx™ 
ford . 

Prim.  Ay,  Heavens  blefs  him!  he  talks  as  if  he 
had. 

Looby .  I  think  that  was  pretty  well  done,  now. 

Mum .  Optime!  to  the  Lady,  to  the  Lady. 

Looby.  Madam,  ’tis  with  much  Juft  ice  that  Hea- 
ven  has  bellow’d  on  you  the  Name  of  Mother-in* 
Law - — 

Sir  Cred.  Hold,  hold.  Sir,  that’s  not  my  Wife;  ’tis 
my  Daughter  you  are  talking  to. 

Looby .  Say  you  fo?  Where’s  my  Lady  then? 

Sir  Cred.  She’ll  wait  on  you  presently. 

Looby.  Shall  I  ftay  ’till  fhe  come.  Uncle?  ' 

Alum.  No,  no,  make  your  Compliments  to  the  young 
Ladv  hr  ft, 

j 

Looby.  Madam,  I  feel  my  fell  animated  and  enli¬ 
ven’d  by  the  Sunfhine  of  your  Beauty.  Permit  me 
therefore.  Madam,  at  the  Altar  of  your  Charms,  to 
make  an  Offering  of  my  Heart,  which  afpires  to  no 
other  Glory  than  that  of  being  your  mo  ft  humble, 
moft  obedient,  and  moft  faithful  Servant,  Slave  and 
Husband, 
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Sir.  Cred.  Weil,  Madam,  and  what  fay  you  to  thii 

BOW  ? 

Belina .  I  fay.  Sir,  that  the  Gentleman  does  Mira* 
cles. 

Prim.  Ay,  if  he  proves  but  as  good  a  Lover  as  he 
is  an  Orator,  and  makes  a§  handlom  Prefents  to  me  as 
he  does  Speeches  to  my  Lady.  «  He’s  a  wonderful 
Galant,  that’s  alb 

Sir  Cred.  My  Eafy-Chair  here,  quickly - —and 

Chairs  for  the  Company. - Sit  you  there,  Daugh- 

ter.  -■ . - . .  You  hear,  Sir,  how  every  body  admires 

your  Nephew. 

Mum .  Sir,  5tis  not  becaufe  he’s  my  Nephew,  but  I 
think  I  may  fay  that  I’ve  Reafon  to  be  farisfied  with 
him  j  and  all  that  fee  him  fpeak  of  him  as  a  Perfon 
that  has  no  Unluckinefs  in  him.  He  never  indeed  had 
fuch  a  Livelinefs  of  Imagination,  or  Readinefs  of 
Wir,  as  may  be  obferv’d  m  fome  People 5  for  which 
Reafon  I  would  have  had  his  Father  made  him  o’  the 
Faculty.  When  he  was  little,  he  never  was  what 
they  call  Rogoifh  or  Waggifh,  but  was  always  dole, 
quiet,  and  taciturn.  ’Twas  with  the  utmoft  Diffi- 
culty  they  taught  him  to  read,  for  he  was  nine  Years 
©Id  before  he  knew  his  Alphabet.  Good,  Lid  I  to 
ray  felf,  your  Trees  that  grow  the  flowed,  bear  the 
hetc  Fruit 5  that  Backwardnefs  to  comprehend,  that 
Heavinefs  of  Imagination,  are  fure  Prefages  of  a  fu¬ 
ture  good  Judgment.  He  was  then  fent  to  the  Col¬ 
lege,  lance  which  I  have  never  feen  him  till  lad  Night  5 
but  i  find,  to  my  Comfort,  that  he’s  turn’d  out  ac¬ 
cording  to  what  he  promis’d. 

'Looby.  Yes,  Madam,  for  you  mud  know  I’m  a  Ju¬ 
stice  of  Peace  in  my  own  Country. 

Prim.  That’s  charming  indeed,  Madam.  Why, 
you  have  met  with  a  Benefit-Ticket  here,  truly  — — 
What,  to  be  the  Ju dice’s  Lady,  and  be  coach’d  down 
to  his  Worfhip’s  Borough  Town,  which  you’ll  find 
mod  fruitful  in  Aunts  and  Coufins.  Then  to  be  in- 
trod  uc  d  into  the  Beau  Monde ,  and  viiit  the  Bailiff 
Lady  and  the  ExciWn’s  Wife,  who  will  do  you 

the 
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the  Honour  of  the  Elbow-Chair,  and  Upper-end  cf 
the  Table. — —Then  at  Chriftmas-ume  you’ll  have  a 
Ball  in  his  Worlhip’s  great  free-ftone  Hall,  accom- 
pany’d  with  a  fine  Concert  of  a  Dulcimer,  a  Bafs-Viol, 
and  two  Pair  of  Bagpipes. 

Looby.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay,  fhe’Il  want  for  no  kind  of 
Recreation  for  that  matter,  for  we  have  the  Players 
there  too  in  the  Summer-time,  and  the  Merry-lf»- 
drews9  and  your  Leatherdeman  Folk.  And  — WhuJ 
let  us  alone  for  jovial  Doings,  I  warrant  ye. 

Prim.  That’s  pure,  I’ll  fwear.  There’s  no  with- 
Handing  fuch  *  Match,  Madam. 

Sir  C red*  But  fee,  here  comes  my  Wife. 

Enter  Lady  Hippifh. 

My  Love,  this  is  Dr.  Mammy* s  Nephew. 

Looby.  Madam,  ’tis  with  great  Jdftice  that  Heaven 
has  bellow’d  on  you  the  Name  of  Mot  her- in- Law, 
for  by  all  Laws,  both  Divine  and  Human,  you  are— 

Lady  Hip .  You  are  welcome  to  Town,  ^Sir,  and 
I’m  glad  we  have  the  Honour  of  feeing  you  here. 

Looby.  Becaufe  by  all  Law?,  both  Divine  and  Hu¬ 
man- —  both  Divine  and  Human,  you  are  —  Madam, 
you  interrupted  me  in  the  middle  of  my  Speech,  and 
made  me  quite  forget  what  I  had  to  fay. 

Mummy .  Referve  it,  Nephew,  for  another  Opportu¬ 
nity. 

Sir  Cred.  I  wifh,  my  Life,  you  had  been  here  juft 
now. 

Prim.  Ah,  Madam  !  you  don’t  know  what  you  have 
loft  by  not  being  here  at  the  Second  Father ,  the  future 
Filiation ,  and  the  Offering  up  of  the  Heart. 

She  died.  Come,  'lie hn a ,  give  the  Oentleman  your 
Hand,  and  plight  your  Troth  to  him. 

Edina.  Sir! 

Sir  Cred.  Sir!  — What  d’ye  mean  by  that? 

Edina.  I  beg,  So,  you  won’t  think  of  hurrying 
things  at  this  rate 5  give  us  time  at  leaft  to  know  one 
another,  and  fee  if  our  Inclinations  are  mutual  or 
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Looby .  Look’e,  Madam,  for  my  Part,  I’ve  no  Oc* 
eafion  for  waiting  any  longer.  I’m  ready,  if  you  are—* 
and  fo  let’s  fee  your  Hand* 

Belina .  But  I  am  not,  Sir  5  your  Merit,  tho’  ’tis 
very  extraordinary,  has  not  made  fufficient  Impreffioii 
on  me  yet* 

Looby.  S’nigs!  why  fo  waundy  coy  now !  —  \AftdeI\ 
Thefe  Londoners  have  a  power  of  Modefty,  I  find 
that. 

Prim.  Lack-a-day  !  Madam,  why  fhould  you  make  fo 
much  Refiftance  ?  Sure,  ’tis  a  mod  defirable  Alliance — 
Law  and  Phyfick  —  Phyfickand  Law  —  they  are  both 
fuch  honourable  honeft  Profeffions,  that  I  don’t  know 
which  ought  to  ftand  firlL  1 

Lady  Hip .  Why,  Mifs  has  fix’d  her  Inclination  per¬ 
haps  fome where  elfe,  and  modeflly  made  a  Choice  for 
herfelf. 

Belina.  If  I  had.  Madam,  it  fiiould  be  fuch  a  one 
as  might  be  warranted  both  by'Reafon  and  Honour. 

Sir  Cred.  Hey-day!  I  make  a  very  pie  a  (ant  Figure 
here ! 

Lady  Hip .  If  I  were  in  your  Place,  Child,  I  fhould 
be  apt  to  difpute  the  Eleftion  with  her  tho’,  and  ei¬ 
ther  make  her  rake  thePerfon  1  thought  proper,  or-— 
I  know  what  I’d  do.  :v 

Belina .  Oh,  Madam  !  I’m  fenfible  of  your  Affedtioa 
forme;  but  perhaps  your  kind  Endeavours  may  not  be 
fortunate  enough  to  fucceed. 

Lady  Hip.  Perhaps  not,  for  fuch  prudent  well-bred 
Daughters  as  you.  Madam,  whofe  Addons  are  all  war¬ 
ranted  by  Reafon  and  Honour,  make  a  Jeft  of  the  O- 
bedience  they  owe  to  a  Father,  and  fcorn  to  take 
Counfei  from  any  but  their  own  Hearr. 

Belina.  The  Duty  of  a  Daughter  is  not  unlimited. 
Madam,  and  neither  Law  nor  Reafon  makes  it  extend 
to  fome  Cafes. 

Lady  Hip.  That’s  to  fay,  you  are  very  willing  to  be 
married,  but  you  are  not  willing  your  Father  fhould 
have  any  hand  in  the  Match.  — —  The  young  Lady, 
you  find,  my  Dear,  has  a  mind  to  choofe  for  her  felf, 

fo 
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fo  you  muft  not  prefame  to  interpofe*  to  fay  the 
Truth,  you  have  no  Occafion,  JVlils  is  certainly  cosne 
to  Years  of  Difcretion.  / 

Belina.  If  my  Father  can’t  approve  of  the  Perfon  I 

like,  I  conjure  him  at  leaf  not  to  force  me  to  take  one 
that  I  never  can  like. 

Sir  Cred.  Gentlemen,  I  beg  your  Pardon  for  all 
this. 

Belina.  Every  one,  Madam,  has  their  End  in  mar¬ 
rying.  As  mine  is  to  give  my  Heart  where  I  give 
my  Hand,  I  think  there’s  great  Precaution  requir’d  in 
the  Choice.  There  are  fome  who  marry  only  to  be 
free  from  their  Parents  Reftraint  *  then  there  are  o- 
rhers,  you  know,  Madam,  who  make  Wedlock  a 
Tiade,  who  marry  only  to  get  good  Jointures,  and 
pa*s  without  Scrupie  from  Husband  to  Husband,  with 
no  other  View  but  to  bury  them  all,  and  make  up  a 
Fortune  out  of  the  Ruin  of  their  Families;  fuch'in- 
deed  (land  little  on  Ceremony,  the  Perfon  of  the  Man 
is  tee  leaf:  thing  they  confider.  • 

Lady  Hip.  Good  lack !  Mifs,  why,  you  harangue 
finely  to-day ;  but  I  would  willingly  know,  methinks, 
what  you  mean  by  all  this? 

Belma.  I,  Madam !  I  mean  what  I  fay. 

.  Lady  Hip.  You  are  fuch  a  Fool,  Child,  that  pod- 

tively  there’s  no  enduring  of  you. - -  You  have  a 

lovely  forward  Girl,  here,  ray  Dear;  nay,  her  Mo¬ 
del*,/  is  remarkable  every  where;  for  when  we  were 
at  the  Play  laf,  there  was  fome  beailly  Speeches 
which  made  all  the  ref  of  us  cover  our  Faces,  and  fop 
our  Ears;  but  Mifs  fit  as  calm  and  barefac’d  all  the 
wn ile,  as  if  fhe  had  been  at  a  Sermon,  and  did  not  fa 
muen  as  Diiifh  at  the  abominable  Leudneis. 

Belina.  You  perhaps,  Madam,  are  better  skill’d  m 
Leudnefs  than  1  2m;  for  my  Part,  I  fuy  none  at  all  in 

dcr  things  on  the  Side  they  are  fnewn 

me,  and  never  turn  ’em  to  look  for  what’s  not  ft  to 
be  leen. 

Lady  Hip.  But  a  Woman’s  Modefy  and  Virtue 
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Belina.  A  Woman’s  Modefty  and  Virtue  don’t  lie  j 
in  Grimace,  Madam  \  that  affefted  Nicenefs  which  is  j 
fo  much  fhock’d  at  the  Shadow  of  things,  will  often  j 
bear  with  the  Reality.  Don’t  you  remember,  Ma- 
darn,  that  the  very  Footmen  cry’d  out,  That  your  j 
Ears  were  more  chafte  than  all  the  reft  of  your  Per-  * 
fon  ? 

Lady  Hip .  '  Your  Infolence  is  not  to  be  equaH’d, 
Child-—- 

Belina.  I  know,  Madam,  you  want  to  provoke  me 
to  make  you  fame  impertinent  Anfwerj  but  1  tell  you  \ 
beforehand  you  ftiall  not  have  that  Advantage  over  \ 
me. 

Lady  Hip.  You  don’t  know,  my  Dear,  how  filly  \ 
you  are. 

Belina .  No,  no.  Madam,  Stis  to  no  purpofe. 

Lady  Hip .  You  have  a  ridiculous  Pride,  an  imper-  \ 
tinent  Prefumption,  which  make  you  odious  to  every  I 
Creature. 

Belina .  That  won’t  do  ^  I’ll  be  difcreet  in  fpite  of  . 
you  $  and  to  deprive  you  of  the  Hopes  of  fucceeding  ; 
m  your  Defign,  I’ll  inftantly  remove  my  felf  out  of 
your  Sight —  and  fo,  Madam,  your  moft  obedient. 

[ Exit  Belina.  ,l 

Sir  Cred.  Hark’e,  Belina ,  there’s  no  Medium  in  | 
this  5  either  refolve  within  thefe  fix  Hours  to  marry  j 
this  Gentleman,  or  go  leek  your  Fortune,  which  you  • 
pleafe. 

Mum.  Well,  Sir,  my  Nephew  and  I  will  take  leave  i 
of  you  for  the  prefent. 

Sir  Cred.  But  ftay,  Sir,  and  tell  me  a  little  how  I  1 

am  fir  ft.  _  J 

Mum .  [Feeling  his  Pulfel ]  Urn  — —  all  is  not  right  I 
here,  we  are  a  little  too  much  upon  the  Hurry  ft  ilk 
This  capricious  Puliation  ihews  the  Machine  to  be  | 
much  out  of  order,  and  indicates  a  Defedl  in  the  Pa -  j 
rcnchyma  Splenictm ,  that’s  to  fay,  the  Spleen. 

Sir  Cred.  Ha!  Dr.  Opium  was  with  me  this  Morn¬ 
ing,  and  told  me  my  Diftemper  lay  in  my  Liver. 

Mum.  Ay,  ay,  when  you  fay  the  Parenchyma 9  you 
,  '  mean 
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mean  both  one  and  the  other,  becaufe  of  the  ftri£t 
Sympathy  there  is  between  ’em,  by  means  of  the  Fas 
breve  j  he  ordered  you  no  doubc  to  eat  all  your  Meat 

roafled. 


Sir  Gred.  No !  all  boil’d. 


Mum.  Ay,  ay,  roafted,  boil’d— —  ’tis  the  fame 
thing - he  order’d  right. 

Sir  Cred.  But  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  tell  me  how  many 
Grains  of  Salt  I  may  put  into  an  Egg. 

Mum.  Six,  eight,  ten,  by  equal  Numbers, as  we  pre® 
fcribe  in  Medicines  by  unequal  Numbers* 


Enter  a  Servant, 


Serv.  Sir,  there  are  two  more  Gentlemen  coming 
up  Stairs,  who  call  one  another  Doftor. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh !  I  am  glad  of  that,  ’tis  Dr.  Opium  and 
Dr.  Diafcordium ,  Shew  them  into  my  Clofet.  * — 
Dr.  Mummy ,  will  you  be  fo  good  as  to  go  there  to 
them,  and  £iave  a  Confukation  upon  my  Cafe  ? 

Mummy.  I  will,  Sir  Credulous  y  and  we’ll  confuk 
upon  it  in  the  mod  regular  and  folemn  manner. 

Sir  Cred.  Gentlemen,  your  Servant. 

{Exeunt  Mummy  and  Looby. 

Sir  Cred.  My  Life,  what  ails  thee:  Why  doil  thou 
look  fo  concern’d,  my  Dear?  I  pr’ythee  give  tbv  felf 
no  Uneafinefs  for  the  Behaviour  of  that  Minx.  l’Jl 
humble  her,  I  warrant  thee. 

Lady  Hip .  Oh  !  my  Dear,  you  little  know  what 
Anguifh  I  feel. 

Sir  Cred.  Lack!  lack! 

Lady  Hip.  To  be  accus’d  of  Ingratitude  and  want 

of  Love  for  thee,  my  Soul — - -Oh! - -  the  bare 

Thought  of  it  is  Horror  inconceivable.  My  Heart  is 
fo  fwol’n  that  I  cannot  [peak,  and  I  believe  ’twill  kill 
me*  [Cries  aloud . 
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Sir  Cred.  [. Running  towards  the  Door  his  Daughter 
went  out  at.~]  Oh  !  Baggage,  I  would  I  had  thee  here, 
I’m  lorry  I  kept  my  Hands  off  the  Gipfy,  and  did  not 
break  her  Bones  on  the  Spot.  Gome,  my  Chuck,  dry 
thy  Eyes,  dry  thy  Eyes.  Qds  heart!  I’m  ready  to 
weep  my  felf  to  fee  thee  take  on  fo.  I  have  a  good 
mind  to  turn  the  Slut  out  of  my  Doors. 

Lady  Hip.  Mo,  no,  Sir  Credulous ,  ’tis  I  that  mull 
put  an  end  to  thf.fr  unhappy  Diffen  lions.  I  fee  what 
Uneafinefs  I  ocqafeon  here,  and  fend  there’s  a  Mecef- 
fity  for  my  leaving  the  Houfe. 

Sir  Cred.  How,  my  Life!  what’s  that  thou  fay ’ ft  ? 

Lady  Hip .  I’m  envy’d  and  hated,  and  all  Endeavours 
us’d,  I  fee,  to  make  you  fufpeef  roe. 

Sir  Cred ,  But  you  fend,  my  Love,  what  heed  I  give 
to  ’em. 

Lady  Hip.  They’ll  not  flop  here,  you  may  be  fare; 
sind  thole  very  Stories  which  you  now  rejeft,  may  one 
Day  poffihly  meet  with  Credit  y  and  then —  Oh  l 

Sir  Cred.  Never,  my  Sou),  never. 

Lady  Hip.  Ah!  my  Dear,  a  Daughter  may  eafily  miff 
lead  her  Father.  W e  had  better  therefore  part  at  once, 
my  Soul,  which  will  remove  the  Caufe  of  thefe  Fami¬ 
ly  Dif cords,  and  prevent  any  farther  Affauks  on  my 

Reputation- — - and  yet  ’tis  Death  to  me  to  think 

of  parting  from  thee  too.  [Cries. 

Sir.  Cred .  Oh!  dear!  Oh!  dear!  if  thou  talkfl:  at  this 
rate  any  longer,  thou  wilt  break  my  Heart.  Part  from 
tbee  !  No  5  but  I’ll  part  from  the  Huffy  that’s  the 
Occafion  of  this  $  and  iffhe  makes  the  leafl  Difficulty  to 
marry  the  Gentleman  to-night,  Til  fend  her  into  the 
Country  to-morrow,  and  confine  her  there  for  Life. 

Lady  Hip.  Alas!  my  Heart,  not  on  my  Account  $  I 
forgive  her  every  thing,  bear  her  no  Ill-will,  nor  lay 
any  thing  to  her  Charge  •,  I  wifli  i  could  do  her  any 
Service,  with  all  my  Soul. 

Sir  Cred .  Generous  Creature  ! 


Lady  Hip. 
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Lady  Hip .  But  to  live  with  her  after  this*  is  what 
I  can  —  Heaven  knows  what  the  malicious  World 
would  immediately  think  on’t  $  they’d  fay  that  1  did 
it  our  of  nothing  but  Policy  $  and*  becaufe  I  knew 
my  feif  guilty*  pretended  a  charitable  Zeal  for  my 
Accufer. 

Sir  Cred.  No,  no,  my  Life,  ihe  fhall  be  kept  at  a 
diftance,  I  promife  thee. 

Lady  Hip.  Well,  my  Dear,  I  mud  leave  thee  for 
the  preftnt,  I  have  a  little  Bufinefs  in  the  City  which 
muff  not  be  neglected  j  and  I  ihall  go  by  Mr,  Cranny's , 
if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  him. 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  my  Heart,  call  on  him  then  be  fore, 
and  bid  him  make  hade  with  you  know  what,  for  Pi! 
iign  and  feal  this  very  Night, 

Lady  Hip .  Alas  !  my  Soul,  all  the  Riches  in  the 
World  have  no  Charms  for  me,  unlefs  I  enjoy  them 
with  my  Jewel  j  and  if  I  do  receive  of  you  the  Gift 
you  defign  me,  ’tis  only  becaufe  I’m  afraid  the  Eflate 
will  fall  into  Hands  that  will  make  an  ill  Ufe  oi 
it. 

Sir  Cred.  I  know  it,  my  Dear,  I  know  it  very  well. 

[Going  out , 

Lady  Hip.  Stay,  my  Love,  you  forget  you  can’t  walk 
without  your  Cane.  [Going  for  his  Cane . 

Sir  Cred,  That’s  true  indeed,  my  Life.—  This  Wo¬ 
man  loves  me  flrangely  !  tis  incredible  how  much  (he 
loves  me !  [ Exeunt . 

S  C  E  N  E,  A  hack  Room . 

Mummy,  Dlafcordium,  and  Opium. 

Mummy .  W ell,  Gentlemen,  you  faw  the  Patient  Ycf- 
terday,  and  there’s  no  Alteration  either  one  way  or  the 
other. 

D  z 
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Opium.  Y a,  yes,  we  had  a  fufficient  Sight  of  him  3 
fo  1  et  us  immediately  enter  upon  Confutation.  - — - — - 
Chairs  here. 

•  [pfhey  fit  down ?  and  continue  filent  for  Jome  time  y  Dia* 
it  fcordium  takes  Snuff  y  Opium  hawks  and  /pits  ; 
Mummy  takes  a  Cockle (hell  out  of  his  Pockety  and 
looks  at  it  with  his  Spectacles. 

Opium .  This  Town  is  grown  wonderful  large,  and 
a  Man  that’s  in  good  Practice  is  jolted  to  a  Jelly,  by 
continually  holding  from  one  end  to  t’other  of  it. 

Diaf.  True,  Brother  Opium.—  Bur,  well  thought 
on  !  What  fide  are  are  you  of  in  this  Difpute  betwixt 
Dr,  Scurvygrafs  and  Dr.  BulPs'head  ?  ’Tis  an  Affair 
that  divides  the  whole  Faculty. 

Opium.  O  !  I  am  for  Dr.  Scurvygrafs . 

^  Diaf.  Ver  vel,  and  fo  am  f. 

Opium.  Not  but  that  Dr.  Scurvygrafs ’s  Advice  Kill'd 
the  Patient  y  and  the  other  was  certainly  in  the  rights 
but  he  ought  not  to  have  been  of  a  different  Opinion 
to  his  Senior. 

Diaf.  True,  very  true;  Formalities  iliould  always  be 
obf&v’dj  come  what  will. 

Opium.  0!  I  am  rigid  in  that  Point,  except  among 
Friends  j  a  Man  dead  is  but  a  dead  Man,  and  of  no 
great  Confequence  ;  but  one  Formality  neglected*  is 
of  prejudice  tons  all. 

Mummy .  Brother  Opium ,  this  Gockleflieli  is  of  in- 
eftirnable  Value  y  it  was  thrown  up  by  an  Earthquake  | 
in  the  Empire  of  Morocco ,  and  has  undoubtedly  lain 
buried  there  ever  fince  the  Flood  y  fo  that  its  Anti-  1 
quity  is  not  to  be  difputed.  1 


Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Credulous. 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  Gentlemen,  are  you  come  to  any 
Reiolution?  for  I  find  my  Diftemper  increafe  upon 
me  ftrangely. 

Mummy.  Come,  Sir. 

Opium.  No,  dear  Sir,  doyoufpeak  firfL 

Mummy.  No,  do  you. 

Opium.  Lord,  Sir! 

Mummy.  Sir! 

Opium .  Well,  Sir,  we  have  argu’d  upon  your  Cafe. 
My  Opinion  is,  that  it  proceeds  from  too  great  a  Re¬ 
pletion  5  and  therefore  would  have  you  bleed  as  foon 
as  you  can. 

Diaf  And  I  fay  the  Difeafe  is  a  Putrefaction  of 
Humours  3  therefore  I’d  have  you  take  an  Erne- 
tick. 

Opium .  I  maintain  that  an  Emetick  will  kill  him. 

Diaf.  And  1,  that  Bleeding  will  be  the  Death  of 
him. 

Opium.  It  mightily  becomes  you,  indeed  Monfieur, 
to  pretend  to  Skill.  Do  you  remember  the  Man  you 
difpatch’d  with  your  Pill,  t’other  Day? 

Diaf  And  do  you  remember  the  Lady  you  fcnt  a 
packing  with  your  Bolus? 

Opium.  I  have  given  you  my  Opinion,  Sir. 

Jf  you  are  not  let  Blood  prefect iy,  you  are  a  dead 
Man. 

Diaf.  If  you  are  blooded,  you  won’t  live  a  quarter 
of  an  Hour. 

Sir  Cred.  Good  lack!  good  lack !  what  Refolutiors 
muf  i  take  upon  two  inch  contrary  Opinions?  Here 
fhall  1  die,  Gentlemen,  while  you  are  deputing  what 
will  keep  ice  alive.  Pray,  let  me  do  one  thing  or 
t’other  *  that  if  I  rauft  die,  I  may  at  leall  die  phyfi- 
cally,  as  J  ihould  do. 

Mummy. 
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Mummy.  For  Heaven’s  fake,  Gentlemen,  let  there 
be  no  Diflenfion  amongft  us,  i’ll  fee  this  Matter  to> 
rights  at  once.  — —  Brother  Opium ,  the  Patient  ihali 
undergo  your  Bleeding  to-night.  And  to-morrow,. 
Brother  Diafcordium ,  he  fhall  take  your  Emetick. 

Opium .  I  confcnt  5  let  him  but  be  blooded  to-night,  ( 
and  do  what  you  will  with  him  to-morrow  Morn¬ 
ing. 

Sir  Cred .  Ay,  ay,  the  more  the  betters  the  more 
things  I  try,  the  better  j  and  i’ll  go  and  begin  upon 
one  of  them  immediately.  [Exit. 

Enter  Primrofe. 

Prim.  What,  Gentlemen,  do  you  fit  here,  and 
not  go  and  revenge  the  Wrong  that  is  done  to  Phy- 
fick? 

Opium.  How !  Wrong  done  to  Phyfick  ! 

Prim.  Yes,  there’s  an  impudent  Fellow  has  in- 
croach’d  upon  your  Province,  and  without  your  leave, 
has  jail  now  kill’d  a  Man,  by  running  him  thro’  the 
Body. 

Opium.  Very  well,  Miilrefs,  you’ll  come  under  our 
Hands  in  time. 

Prim.  Fll  give  you  leave  to  kill  me,  when  I  do. 

Opium.  But  pray,  how  does  the  Coachman  do  that 
we  iat  upon  t’other  Day  ? 

Prim .  Very  well.  — — -  Pie’s  dead. 

Opium.  Dead!  ’tis  impoffible! 

Prim.  May  be  id. - -  But  he’s  bury’d  How¬ 

ever. 

Opium.  Hippocrates  fays,  that  that  kind  of  Difteraper 
does  not  terminate  till  the  thirteenth  Day*  and  he  has 
been  fick  but  fix  Days. 

Prim.  Hippocrates  may  fay  what  he  will,  but  the 
Coachman’s  dead. 


Mummy . 
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Mummy .  Um!  ’Tisftrange!  very  ftrange!* — —  But: 
come,  Brother  Opium ,  I’ll  wait  upon  you* 

Opium .  Sir  • — — 

Biaf.  Sir  - 

Mummy .  Sir - *  \Exeunt  with  great  Ceremony . 

Prim .  Ha,  ha,  ha!  But  I  rauft  go  now  and  part 
the  Turtles,  for  there’s  no  time  to  be  loft  in  Coo¬ 
ing  and  Billing  5  and  Lovers  are  fuch  filly  Crea¬ 
tures,  they  never  know  when  to  have  done. 

[  Exit  Primrofe. 


SCENE  III.  Belina" s  Chamber. 
Beaumont,  Belina,  and  Agnes. 


Belina.  For  Heaven’s  fake,  let  us  take  care  we  are 
not  fur  pris’d  y  if  we  ftiould  be  feen  together  now,  all 
would  be  ruin’d.  —  DeariV^^,  have  an  Eye,  and  tell 
us  if  you  feerany  body. 

Jgnes.  Yes,  Sifter,  I  have  look’d  in  every  Corner, 
there’s  not  a  Moufe  ftirring. 

Beau.  Dear  Belina7  how  great  is  my  Pleafure!  and 
what  a  Lofs  am  l  at  to  exprefs  my  Affeftion !  Whilft 
I  had  nothing  but  the  Language  of  Looks  in  my  Power, 
I  thought  1  had  a  thoufand  things  to  fay $  but  now 
I’ve  obtain’d  the  wilh’d-for  Liberty,  Joy  ftifles  my 
Words,  and  I’m  filent. 

Belina.  But  tell  me,  Beaumont ,  have  you  thought  of 
any  thing  to  favour  our  uiefigns?  Shall  we  be  able  to 
fet  afide  this  hateful  Match  ? 

Jtgnesl  Sifter,  Sifter,  here’s  my  Mama! 

Belina.  Undone !  you  that  way,  and  I  this,  quick, 
quick. 

Jgnes.  No,  no,  (lay,  (he’s  gone  down  another  way. 

Belina.  I  wifh  ihe  has  not  feen  or  overheard  us. 


Beau.  Yes,  Belina ,  we  have  feveral  Stratagems  in 
hand,  all  ready  to  produce  upon  occafion,  which  your 

Uncle 


/ 
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Uncle  and  P r intro fe  have  engag’d  to  execute :  But  as: 
in  Comedies  ’cis  good  to  defer  the  Pleafure  of  a  Sur-  i 
prife,  and  not  anticipate  what  will  be  afterwards  feen,, 
fo  yours  be  the  Diverfion,  without  inquiring  into  the: 
Springs  we  fhall  caufe  to  play. 

Enter  Primrofe. 

~  Prim.  Come,  han’t  you  done  yet? 

Beau.  But,  dear  Belina,  fuppofe  all  our  Endeavours: 
fhould  fail?  which  Heaven  forbid! - 

Belina.  What  fhall  S  fay  to  you? 

Beau.  What  {hall  you  fay  to  me  ! 

Belina .  Ay. 

Beau.  What, any  one  would  fay  who  really  loves 
That  in  fpite  of  all  your  Father’s  Power  you’ll  refolve 
to  be  mine.  . 

Belina.  Oh !  Beaumont ,  tempt  not  my  Duty  with 
the  Propofals  of  a  terrible  Extremity,  which  I  hope: 
we  never  fhall  come  to  5  but  this  be  allured  of,  That 
as  I’ll  never  be  forc’d  to  give  my  Hand  againft  my  In¬ 
clinations,  fo  I  will  never  give  it  againilthe  Obedience 
which  is  due  to  a  Father. 

Beau.  How,  Belina  / 

Belina.  No,  fo  well  as  Hove  Beaumont ,  I  would  not 
even  for  him  throw  off  my  Sex’s  Modefty,  and  a 
Daughter’s  Duty. 

Beau.  Very  well,  Madam,  I  perceive  what  your  Af- 

feftion  is  by  your  Refolution, 

Belina.  Why,  what  would  you  have  me  to  do*, 
Beaumont  ?  1 

Beau.  Do,  Madam!  why  accept  of  this  Husband  by 
all  means. 

Belina.  You  advife  me  to  it? 

Beau.  Yes,  the  Choice  is  glorious,  I  think,  . 

Belina.  Very  well,  Sir,  I’ll  follow  your  Advice* 
Beau.  Very  readily,  I  don’t  queflion,  Madam. 

Belina.  As  readily  as  you  gave  it.  Sir. 

Beau.. 


4P 


The  Do&or  the  Difeafe. 


Beau.  I  gave  ic  to  pleafe  you,  Madam. 

Belina.  And  to  pleafe  you  I  take  it.  Sir. 

Prim.  So!  what  will  this  come  to? 

Beau.  Is  this  your  Love  then,  Belina? 

Belina.  Pray  let  us  talk  no  more  of  that*  you  told 
me  freely,  that  I  ought  to  accept  of  the  Man  my  Fa¬ 
ther  propos’d,  and  I  declare  I  intend  to  follow  your 
wholfom  Advice* 

Beau .  Don’t  excufe  your  felf.  Madam,  upon  my  In¬ 
tentions  5  that’s  only  catching  at  a  frivolous  Pretence  to 
authorize  your  Infidelity. 

Belina.  You  may  think  fo,  if  you  pleafe. 

Beau.  Yes,  yes,  1  know  I  may. 

Belina.  The  Lofs  is  not  great,  you’ll  foon  make  your 
felf  eafy  under  it. 

Beau.  If  I  can,  I  will,  you  may  be  fure  of  it,  Ma¬ 
dam  5  if  I  can’t  effe&it,  I’ll  at  leaf:  feign  it  3  for  ’tis 
an  unpardonable  Bafenefs  to  teftify  Love  for  one  that 
abandons  us. 


Belina .  The  Sentiment  is  certainly  noble  and  fublime, 
and  I  would  have  you  follow  it  by  all  means. 

Beau .  I  am  fufiiciently  infulted,  Madam,  and  will 
immediately  content  you.  f Goinz* 

Belina.  Very  well. 

Beau.  [ Returning. ]  Remember,  however,  that  I 
only  follow  your  own  Example. 

Belina.  My  Example!  Be  it  fo. 

Beau.  Enough  3  you  fhall  be  pun&ually  obey’d. 

[ Going  to  the  Door . 

Belina.  So  much  the  better. 

Beau.  [ Returning, ,]  Hey  ? 

Belina .  What? 

Beau.  Did  not  you  call  me  ?  ' 

Belina.  I !  — —you  dream  fure ! 


Beau.  Well,  I’ll  be  gone  then, 
dam. 


Farewel,  Ma* 


Belina.  Farewel,  Sir. 

Prim.  O’  my  Confcience,  you  are  both  of  you  ra¬ 
ving  mad  !  I  had  only  a  mind  to  fee  how  far  it  would 
go.— —Hark’e,  Sir,  [ 'Taking  Beaumont  by  the  Band. 

E  Beau, 
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What  would  you  have,  Primrofe? 

Prim .  Come  hither. 

Beau.  No,  I’m  refolv’d— — 

Prim .  How  ! 

Belina.  My  Prefence  drives  him  away,  I’ll  leave  the 
Place.  ^  [Going. 

Prim .  Where  are  you  running? 

Beaumont,  running  to  Belina. 

Belina .  Let  me  go. 

PrOT?  You  muft  come  back,  I  tell  you. 

[ Bringing  her  hack. 

Beau.  The  Sight  of  me,  I  find,  diflurbs  hers  I  had 
better  make  her  eafy.  [Going. 

Prim .  [. Leaving  Belina,  and  running  again  to  Beau¬ 
mont.]  Again!  give  over  this  Folly,  and  come  here 
both  of  you.  Are  you  mad  to  have  this  Quarrel, 
when  you  ought  to  be  confulting  your  mutual  Safety? 

Beau .  Did  not  you  hear  how  file  talk’d  to  me  ? 

Prim.  Are  you  turn’d  Fool  ? 

Belina.  Did  not  you  fee  how  he  us’d  me? 

Prim.  Fools  alike!  She  has  no  other  Defire  than 
to  keep  herfelf  for  you.  He  loves  you  alone,  and 
wifhes  only  to  be  yours.  —  Come,  give  me  both  your 
Hands. - Yours. 

Beau.  What  does  this  fignify  ?  [Giving  his  Hand. 

Prim.  Oh! — —Come,  yours. 

Belina.  To  what  End  is  all  this?  [Giving  her  Hand. 

Prim.  Come,  come,  quickly. - You  both  of  you 

love  more  than  you  imagine. 

Beau.  Don’t  do  things  with  Uneafinefs.  Look 
on  me  without  Hatred,  Madam.  [Belina  turns  her 

Eyes  on  Beaumont,  and  fmilesi] - —  That  Look  has 

flung  me  to  the  Soul !  Oh,  Belina ,  forgive  the  Rafli- 
nefs  of  my  Paffianj,  ’twas  nothing  but  Excefs  of  jea¬ 
lous  Fondnefs. 

Prhn.  Come,  none  of  your  filly  Excufes  to  wafte 
more  time  3  5 c would  be  mighty  proper  you  fhould  be 
leen  together  now. - -  Go  you  immediately  and  in¬ 

form  Mr.  Heartly  of  the  Part  he’s  to  play.  Get 
you  into  your  Clofer,  and  be  ready  to  fall  fick  at  a 
*  Moment’s 
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Moment’s  Warning  if  itfhould  benecefiary,  whilft  I 
play  the  Duce  and  all  below  Stairs. 

Beau.  Whatever  may  be  the  Confequence,  Belina , 
my  greateft  Hope  is  in  your  Condancy. 

Prim.  Lud !  what  filly  Creatures  Lovers  are  !  I 
{hall  now  have  more  Difficulty  to  part  ’em,  than  I 
had  juft  now  to  bring  ’em  together.  —  Qfc,  1  fay. 

Belina .  You  may  depend.  Sir- — - — 

Prim .  What  a  Clack  yours  is!  — — —Be  gone,  I 
fay  5  this  way,  this  way.  [Pujbes  off  Belina. 

Beau .  Well,  Primrofe ,  I  don’t  know  how  we  fiiall 
reward  thee  for  this  Induftry. 

Prim .  Oh,  Sir!  I  defire  no  other  Return  but  the 
Pleafure  I  take  in  doing  it}  Virtue,  you  know,  is  its 
own  Reward. 

Beau .  Yes,  a  Chambermaid’s  Virtue  is  moft  literal¬ 
ly  fo  5  for  if  fhe  can  get  nothing  by  keeping  it,  file’ll 
be  fure  to  part  with  it  for  fomething. 

Prim.  Ay,  Mr .  Beaumont ^  but  the  World’s  to  blame 
in  placing  all  Virtue  in  one  foolifh  Thing.  —  Why, 
there’s  my  Lady  Hippijh ,  now,  is  a  perfect  She-Devil 
in  every  thing  elfe,  but  dill  {he’s  a  Woman  of  Virtue. 
She  robs  her  Husband,  and  ruins  his  Children;  but 
{he’s  a  Woman  of  Virtue.  —  Defames  her  Friends,  and 
pays  her  Servants  no  Wages ;  but  becaufe  fhe  has  not 
Good-nature  enough  to  give  any  Satisfaction  to  ano¬ 
ther,  {he’s  a  Woman  of  moft  ftriCl  Virtue,  forfooth. 
When  fuch  an  honed  Gipfy  as  I,  mud  be  vilify’d  and 
defpis’d,  only  for  having  too  much  Humanity  to  let  a 
young  Fellow  die  at  one’s  Feet  5  well,  ’tis  not  right, 
I  fay;  ’tis  my  Opinion; 

That  (he’s  with  mod  heroick  Virtue  bled, 

Who  fpares  no  Pains  to  fuccour  the  Didred, 

Nor  fpares  no  Cod  to  heal  the  Love-lick  Bread. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Act, 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I5 


S  C  E  N  Ef,  Sir  Credulous  HippilhV  Houfe , 

4?/V  Credulous  his  Eafy-Chair . 

MERCY  on  us!  why  does  not  this  Mr.  Galley* 
jot  come?  {Looking  on  his  Watch. J  Oh  fliame- 
full  Here’s  a  whole  Morning  has  been  thrown  away, 
without  fo  much  as  taking  one  Angle  Medicine.  ~— 
Thefe  Apothecaries  are  bewitch’d  fure!  ’Tis  a  horri¬ 
ble  thing  a  poor  Creature  muft  be  left  to  die  for  want 
of  a  Bolus.*— Oh  here.  —  -  No,  ’tis  my  Wife.— - 
I  thought,  my  Love,  you  had  been  gone  into  the 
City. 

Enter  Lady  Hippiffi. 

Lady  Hip.  I  was  prevented,  my  Life,  by  an  Acci¬ 
dent,  I  thought  it  my  Duty  to  inform  you  of  be¬ 
fore  I  went.  As  I  pafs’d  by  Belindas  Chamber,  juft 
now,  I  faw  a  young  Fellow  in  earned  Conference 
With  her. 

Sir  Cred.  How!  a  young  Fellow  with  my  Daugh¬ 
ter  ! 

Lady  Flip.  Yes.  The  Regard  I  have  for  you  and 
your  Family,  my  Dear,  made  me  endeavour  to  learn 
what  they  were  talking  of,  but  I  could  hear  nothing 

to  the  purpofe - only  a  few  lufcious  Expreflions, 

and  a  Contrivance  how  to  cheat  the  old  Gentleman, 
as  they  call’d  biro. 

Sir  Cred.  Lufcious  Expreflions,  d’ye  fay  ? - The 

old  Gentleman!  What  old  Gentleman? - Who? 

Lady  Hip.  I  can’t  guefs,  Child:  Not  you,  to  be 
fure,  my  Dear  —  one  iliould  think  not.  But  your 

little 
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little  Daughter,  Agnes,  was  with  ’em,  and  can  tell 
you  all. 

Sir  Cred.  Send  her  to  me  here,  my  Love  5  fend  her 
to  me  here. 

Lady  Hip.  I  will .  — - Good  by  t’ye,  my  Love,  for 

a  little  while  *  I’ll  fee  thee  again  as  foon  as  poffible. 

Sir  Cred,  Goodby  to  thee,  my  Life.  *  \Ex\t  Lady 
Hippifti.]  Ah,  that  impudent  Minx,  Belina!  I  don’t 

Wonder  now  at  her  Obftinacy. 

-  , 

Enter  Agnes. 

Agnes.  What  would  you  have,  Papa?  My  Mama 
told  me  that  you  wanted  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  come  here — — —  nearer— turn  this 
way  — ■  look  up  —  look  upon  me. 

Agnes.  Well,  Papa. 

Sir  Cred.  So  l 
Agnes.  What  So,  Papa? 

Sir  Cred .  Have  you  nothing  to  tell  me? 

Agnes .  Yes.  I’ll  tell  you  the  Story  of  the  Afs*s 
Skin ,  or  the  Fable  of  the  Crow  and  the  Fox . 

Sir  Cred.  That’s  not  what  I  ask  you. 

Agnes.  What  then? 

Sir  Cred.  Ah!  you  cunning  Gipfy - vou  know 

well  enough  what  I  mean. 

Agnes.  Indeed,  Papa,  but  I  don’t. 

Sir  Cred.  Is  this  the  way  of  doing  what  you  was  bid? 
Did  not  I  order  you  to  come  and  tell  me  immediately 
every  thing  that  you  faw  ? 

Agnes.  Yes,  Papa. 

Sir  Cred .  And  have  you  done  fo,  pray  ? 

Agnes.  Yes,  I  am  come  co  tell  you  every  thing  I 
have  feen. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well  5  and  what  have  you  feen  to* 
day  then?  t 

Agnes.  Nothing,  Papa. 

Sir  Cred.  Nothing! 

Agnes.  Nothing  at  all. 

n  1 
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Sir  Cred.  O!  I  ftiall  make  you  fee  fomething  pre- 
fently.  [j Shaking  his  Cane . 

Agnes,  O  dear,  Papa! 

Sir  Cred.  You  litde  Counterfeit,  you  did  not  tell 
me  you  law  a  Man  in  your  Siller's  Chamber. 

Ag;nes,  Why,  my  Siller  forbad  me.  Papa*  but  I’ll 
tell  you  every  thing. 

Sir  Cred .  Take  care  you  tell  me  the  Truth  then  3 
for  here’s  my  little  Finger  that  knows  all,  will  tell  me 
if  you  lye. 

Agnes.  Bur,  pray,  Papa,  don’t  let  my  Sifter  know 
that  I  told  you. 

Sir  Cred.  No,  no. 

Agnes .  Why  then,  Papa,  there  came  a  Man  into 
my  Sifter’s  Chamber  as  I  was  there  3  I  ask’d  him 
what  he  wanted  3  and  he  told  me  that  he  was  her 

Mufick- Mailer. 

Air  Cred.  Oho!  the  Matter’s  out  now.  This  i£  the; 
Opera-monger,  with  his  Shepherd  and  Shepherdefs! 
- — —Well,  and  what  then? 

Agnes.  My  Sifter  came  in  after,  andcry’d,  Be  gone, 
be  gone 3  for  Heaven’s  fake,  be  gone 3  I’m  in  Pains 
for  you  3  and  we  fhall  certainly  be  catch’d. 

Sir  Cred.  What  then? 

Agnes.  Why,  he  would  not  be  gone. 

Sir  Cred.  What  did  he  lay  to  her? 

Agnes <  He  faid  I  don’t  know  how  many  things  to; 
her. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  but  what  ? 

Agnes.  He  faid  This,  and  That,  and  T’other 3  that: 
he  lov’d  her  mightily  3  and  that  Ihe  was  the  prettieft; 
Creature  in  the  World. 

Sir  Cred .  And  then  ? 

Agnes.  Why,  and  then  he  fell  upon  his  Knees  to 

her. 

Sir  Cred.  And  then? 

Agnes.  Why,  and  then  he  kifs’d  her  Hands. 

Sir  Cred.  And  then? 

Agnes.  Why,  and  then  he  fwore  to  be  true  to  her, 
and  flic  fwore  to  be  true  to  him. 


Sir  Cred . 
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Sir  Cred.  And  then  ? 

Agnes,  Why,  and  then  they  quarrelPd  a  little. 

Sir  Cred.  Quarell’d,  did  you  fay  ? 

Agnes .  Yes,  Papa. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well,  I  like  that.  And  what  then  ? 

Agnes.  Why  then  they  grew  more  loving  than  even 

Sir  Cred.  How !  and  what  then,  Huffy  ?  and  what 
then  ? 

Agnes.  Why,  and  then  —  they  parted. 

Sir  Cred.  And  this  is  all? 

Agnes.  Yes,  indeed,  and  indeed,  Papa. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  but  my  little  Finger  mutters  as  if 

there  was  fomething  elk. - Hold,  ay,  ay,  fo,  fo  3 

ay,  my  little  Finger  tells  me  that  you’ve  feen  fome¬ 
thing  you’ve  not  yet  told  me  of. 

[Putting  his  Finger  to  his  Ear . 

Agnes.  Ah,  Papa,  your  little  Finger  is  a  Story¬ 
teller. 

Sir  Cred.  Have  a  care  what  you  fay. 

Agnes.  Pray  don’t  believe  it,  Papa,  for  it  tells  Fibs, 
upon  my  Word. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well,  very  well,  we  fhall  find  that. 

- - Get  you  gone,  and  be  fure  you  take  notice  of 

every  thing  you  fee. 

Agnes.  Yes,  yes.  Papa,  I’ll  be  fure  to  mind  what 
you  fay.  [Exit  Agnes, 

Sir  Cred.  Lack-a-day!  how  do  thefe  Buflneffes  dif- 
trad  me!  I  have  not  fo  much  as  Leifure  to  mind  my 
Indifpofition.  In  truth,  this  is  infupportable. 

[Sitting  down  in  his  Chair . 

Enter  Heartly. 

Heart.  Brother,  how  is  it?  How  d’ye  do? 

Sir  Cred.  Very  ill,  Brother,  very  ill. 

Heart.  Very  ill! 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  I’m  fo  very  flint,  you’d  hardly 
think  it 5  I  have  not  Strength  fo  much  as  to  fpeak. 

Heart .  Good  lack!  that’s  hard  indeed.  — — -  I  am 
come  hither.  Brother,  to  propofe  a  Match  for  my 
Niece  Edina. 
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Sir  Cred.  [Rifing  out  of  his  Chair  in  a  PaJJion .]  Bro¬ 
ther,  don’c  fpeak  to  me  of  that  Baggage;  (he’s  a  bafe 
impertinent,  faucy  Quean,  and  I’ll  make  her  know 
that  lam  her  Father. 

Heart.  So,  fo,  this  is  mighty  well;  I’m  glad  to  find 
your  Strength  return  a  little,  and  that  my  Vifit  has 
done  you  lo  much  good.  But  now,  Brother,  I  de¬ 
fire  you’d  inform  me,  for  what  Reafon  yoti  would 

force  your  Daughter  upon  this  Match,  which  (he’s  fo 
averfe  to  ? 

Sir  Cred.  For  what  Reafon,  Brother,  am  I  Ma¬ 
iler  of  my  own  Family,  but  to  do  what  I  pleafe 
in’t? 

Heart.  My  Lacy,  I  fiippole,  does  not  fail  advifing 
you  to  get  rid  of  your  Children  at  any  rate. 

Sir  Cred.  Ah,  there’s  the  Thing.  — My  Lady,  poor 
7  °tnan,  is  fure  to  be  brought  on  the  Stage;  ’tis  Ihe 
that  does  all  the  Mifchief,  for  certain;  and  all  the 
World  will  have  it  fo,  I  fuppofe. 

Heart.  No,  no.  Brother,  we’ll  leave  her  out  of  the 
Queftton  then.  She’s  a  good  Woman,  that  has  the 
belt  Intentions  in  the  World  for  your  Family;  is  free 
from  all  manner  of  Self-Intereft;  has  a  marvellous 
i  endernefs  for  you;  and  Ihews  an  inconceivable  Af¬ 
fection  to  your  Children,  that’s  certain. - We’ll  fay 

no  more  therefore  of  her,  but  return  to  your  Daugh- 

ter.  With  what  View  would  you  marry  her  to  this 
Nephew  of  Dr.  Mummy's"* 

_  Str  cred.  With  a  View  of  having  fo  skilful  a  Phv- 
fician  as  Dr.  Mummy ,  related  to  me. 

Heart.  Is  it  poffible  you  Ihould  always  be  fo  be¬ 
witch’d  with  your  Dodtors  and  Apothecaries,  and 

refo  ve  to  be  fiefc,  in  fpite  of  the  World,  and  Nature  f 
ir  felf? 

Sir  Cred .  What  d5  ye  mean  by  that,  Brother?  I  have 
been  under  the  Dodfor’s  Hands  here,  and  taking  Phy- 

nck5  for  thefe  Twenty  Years,  and  yet  I’m  not  fick 
I  warrant.  .  * 

j  * 

Heart.  I  mean,  Brother,  that  ’tis  a  plain  Sign 
3 '.■u  have  a  ftrong  Gonfticucion,  when,  with  all  the 

•*  • '  Phyfick 
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Phyfick  you  have  taken,  you’ve  not  been  able  to  de- 
ftroy  it. 

Sir  Cred.  But  do  you  know,  Brother,  ’tis  that 
keeps  me  alive?  Dr.  Mummy  has  allur’d  me  that  I 
fliould  abfolutely  go  off,  if  1  were  but  three  Days  from 
under  his  Hands  5  but  this  Dr.  Mummy  knows  nothing, 
I  fuppofe,  in  your  Opinion. 

Heart .  Oh!  yes,  he  can  talk  good  Latin  •,  call  all 
Diftempers  by  their  Names,  in  Greeks  knows  how  to 
define  ’em  and  difiinguifh  ’em.  — —  But  how  to  cure 
’em,  is  what  he  doesn’t  know. 

Sir  Cred .  But,  Sir,  with  Submiflion*  there  are 
People  as  wife  and  clear-fighted'  as  your  Worfhip, 
that  in  cafe  of  Sicknefs  have  Recourfe  to  him  for 
Cure. 

Heart ,  There  are  a  great  many  Trades,  you  know, 
that  take  Advantage  of  the  Frailty  of  Mankind,  and 
get  their  Bread  from  the  lucky  Prepoflefiion  of  Er¬ 
ror.  And  as  the  greatefb  Weaknefs  Men  have,  is  the 
Fear  of  Death,  upon  That  the  Quack  builds  his  For¬ 
tune  and  Reputation. 

Sir  Cred,  Yes,  Sir,  but  Dr.  Mummy' %  no  Quack  $ 
he’s  a  regular  Phyfician,  and  one  that  has  not  the  leaft 
Artifice  or  Craft,  but  deals  fincerely  and  confcienticuft 
ly  by  his  Patients. 

Heart,  Right  j  fo  far  from  meaning  ill  in  what  he 
preferibes,  that  he  difpatches  you  out  of  pure  Princi¬ 
ple  5  and  does  no  more  in  killing  you,  than  what  he 
has  done  by  his  Wife  and  Children,  and  what  upon 
occafion  he  would  do  by  himfeifi 

Sir  Cred ,  Hold,  Brother,  fiiy  no  more  againfl 
Dr.  Mummy ,  I  intreat  you,  for  it  raifes  my  Choler, 
and  will  bring  my  Diflemper  upon  me. 

Heart.  I’ve  done,  Brother  j  and  to  change  the  Dif- 
courfe,  I  muft  tell  you  5  that  you  ought  not  to  take 
fuch  a  barbarous  Refolution  with  regard  to  your 
Daughter.  •  .  ' 


Enter 
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Enter  Galleypot,  with  a  Bolus  and  Draught  in 

his  Hand . 

Sir  Cred.  Hold,  Brother,  a  little,  with  your  Leave. 

Heart .  What  are  you  going  to  do? 

Sir  Cred .  To  take  this  Bolus  and  Draught  from 
Mr.  Galleypot ,  I  fliall  have  done  it  prefen  tly. 

Heart .  You  j eft,  hire !  Can’t  you  be  one  Moment 
without  fwallowing  Tome  Drug  or  other?  Put  it  off 
till  another  time,  and  let  Nature  have  a  little  Refpite 
now. 

Sir  Cred.  Well  then,  to-night,  Mr.  Galleypot ,  or  to¬ 
morrow  Morning. 

Galley .  What  Bufinefs  have  you,  Sir,  to’oppofe  the 
Prefcriptions  of  the  Faculty  ?  The  Phyfick  is  pre¬ 
par’d,  and  won’t  keep,  Sir. - -And  fince  you  hinder 

his  W  or  fa  ip  from  taking  my  Bolus,  I’ll  come  upon 
you,  and  you  fliall  take  it  for  him. 

Heart.  Be  gone.  Sir.  —  You  are  not  us’d,  I  fee, 
to  talk  to  People’s  Faces. 

Galley.  Medicines  are  not  to  be  jelled  with.  Sir, 
nor  my  Time  to  be  loft,  I  came  here  by  Dr.  Mum* 
mf$  Order,  and  fliall  acquaint  him  how  I  have  been 
hinder’d  in  the  Performance  of  my  Function. 

[Exit  Galleypot. 

Sir  Cred.  Brother,  you’ll  be  the  Caufe  here  of  fame 
Mifchief. 

Heart.  A  great  Mifchief  indeed  !  fpoiling  a  Bolus  of 
Dr.  Mummy's  Prefcription.  -——  Once  more,  Bro¬ 
ther,  Is  it  impoffible  to  cure  you  of  the  Do&or,  for 
that’s  your  Difcafe,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Brother,  you’ll  make  me  mad.- — —  I  wifh 
you  had  my  Diftemper,  and  then  we  fliould  fee  if  you 
would  rattle  at  this  rate.  — . .  Hah !  here  comes 

Di .  Mummy i  and  Fury  in  his  Face  too  5  Heaven  pre- 
ferve  us ! 

Enter  Mummy  and  Primrofe, 

Mummy,  Very  fine!  this.- - I  have  heard  a  very 

pleafant 
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pleafant  Story  from  Mrs.  Primrofe  here  5  my  Prefcrip- 
tions  contemn’d,  and  my  Medicines  rejefted. 

Sir  Cred .  Indeed,  Sir,  it  was  not - 

Mummy,  Sir,  ’tis  a  very  great  Infolence,  a  rank  Re¬ 
bellion  in  a  Patient  again#  his  -Phyfician. 

Prim .  Horrible ! 

Mummy .  A  Bolus  that  I  took  the  pains  to  make  up 
my  fclf ! 

Sir  Cred.  ’Twas  not  me. 


Mummy .  Invented  and  compos’d  according  to  the 
nice#  Rules  of  Art ! 

Prim .  Monffrous! 

Mummy .  And  which  was  to  have  wrought  Miracles 
upon  the  Animal  Spirits!  » 

Sir  Cred .  ’Twas  my  Brother-- — • 

Mummy .  To  fend  it  back  contumacioufly. 

Sir  Cred.  ’Twas  he - - 

Mummy .  ’Tis  an  enormous  Inful t  on  the  Faculty. 

Sir  Cred.  He  was  the  Caufe — - - 

Mummy.  Such  a  Crime  again#  the  Profeffion  as  can 
never  be  enough  puniffied. 

Prim.  Right,  Do&or. 

Mummy.  I  therefore  declare,  that  from  this  time 
forth  I  break  off  all  Correfpondence  with  you. 

Sir  Cred.  ’Twas  my  Brother- - - 

Mummy.  I’ll  have  no  Alliance  with  you. 

Prim.  You’ll  ferve  him  right,  there,  Doflor. 

Mummy.  And  to  prevent  any  Relation  between  us, 
I  thus  deilroy  the  Deed  of  Gift  I  made  to  my  Ne¬ 
phew  in  favour  of  the  Marriage. 

Prim.  I’m  glad  o’that*  let  him  take  it  for  his 
pains. 

Sir  Cred.  ’Tis  my  Brother  has  been  the  Occaiion  of 
all  this  Mifchiefj  let  it  be  brought  again,  and,  to  make 
you  amends,  I’ll  take  double  the  Quantity. 

Mummy.  I  fhould  have  fee  you  to  rights  in  a  very 
little  time. 

Prim.  He  does  not  deferve  it. 

Mummy.  I  wanted  but  a  Score  or  two  of  Medicines 
more,  to  have  done  your  Buiinefs  effectually. 


Prim . 
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Prim.  He’s  unworthy  of  your  Care. 

Mummy.  But,  fince  you  refufe  to  be  cur’d  by  my 
Hands - * 

Sir  Cred.  Ah!  Brother,  Brother! 

Mummy.  Since  you  have  withdrawn  from  me  the 
Obedience  a  Patient  owes  his  Phyfician* — ■ 

Prim.  That  cries  for  Vengeance. 

Mummy.  And  have  declar’d  your  felf  rebellious  to 
my  Regimen  and  Prefcriptions  — — — 

Sir  Cred.  Not  at  all,  not  at  all. 

Mummy.  I  abandon  you  to  your  evil  Conftitution, 
to  the  Acidity  of  your  Stomach,  the  Alkalefcency  of 
your  Blood,  the  Acrimony  of  your  Bile,  and  the  Fe- 
culency  of  your  I’ll- humours. 

Prim.  Well  laid  ! 

Mummy.  And  my  Will  is,  That  within  thefe  four 
Days  you  enter  on  an  abfolutely  incurable  State. 

Sir  Cred.  Ah,  Mercy!  Mercy! 

Mummy.  That  you  fall  immediately  into  a  Difpep* 
Jia. 

Sir  Cred.  Good  Doctor! 

Mummy.  From  a  Difpepfia  into  an  Apepfta. 

Sir  Cred.  Do&or  l 

Mummy.  From  an  Apepfia ,  into  a  Lienteria. 

Sir  Cred.  Dr.  Mummy ! 

Mummy .  From  a  Lienteria ,  into  a  Dyfenteria. 

Sir  Cred.  Spare  me,  good  DoQror! 

Mummy.  And  from  a  Dyfenteria ,  into  a  Privation  of 
Life ,  the  Condition  your  Folly  has  brought  you  in¬ 
to. — -And  fo,  Good  by  t’ye,  Good  by  t’ve. 

n .  ■  [Exit  Mummy. 

Sir  Cred.  O  Heavens!  I’m  dead.  —  Brother,  you 

have  been  the  Ruin  of  me  y  I  feel  the  Faculty  taking 
Vengeance  of  me  already. 

Heart.  In  good  troth,  Brother,  you  are  out  of  your 
Senfes,  and  I  would  not  for  any  thing  you  ihould  be 
feen  in  thefe  Fits.  JPr’ythee  feel  your  own  Pulfe  a  lit¬ 
tle,  and  don’t  give  up  your  felf  to  fuch  wild  Chime¬ 
ras.  Here’s  a  lucky  Opportunity  now,  of  getting  rid 
of  your  Doctors  $  or,  if  you  are  born  tq  be  a  Slave 

to 
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to  ’em,  you  may  eafily  procure  another,  with  whom 
you’Jl  run  lefs  Hazard  than  with  this. 

Enter  Frimrofe. 

Prim.  Joy,  Joy,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  What  now? 

Prim .  Rejoice,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  For  what  ? 

Prim.  Rejoice,  I  fay. 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  you  impertinent  Hufiy,  won’t  you 
tell  me  for  what,  firft  ? 

Prim.  No*  I’ll  have  you  rejoice  beforehand 3  fing 
and  dance. 

Sir  Cred.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Slut  ? 

Prim.  You  are  cur’d,  Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Cur’d ! 

Prim.  Ay,  there’s  a  Doctor  come  to  fee  you,  that 
will  cure  you  of  all  your  Diftempers  at  once. 

Sir  Cred.  Heaven  forbid!  —  Pr’ythee  who  is  it? 

Prim.  I  don’t  know  him  3  but  He  and  I  are  as  like 
one  another,  as  two  Drops  of  Water,  all  but  his 
Beard  3  and  if  I  were  not  fure  that  my  Mother  was  an 
honeft  Woman,  I  fhould  fwear  fhe  had  play’d  the 
”Wag  before  flie  married  my  Father. 

Sir  Cred.  Defire  him  to  walk  up.  {Exit  Primrofe. 

Heart.  This  happens  to  your  Wifii* — -one  Doctor 
leaves  you,  and  another  immediately  comes  in  his 
room. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  but  Dodtor  Mummy  was  perfectly 
well  acquainted  with  my  Confutution,  and  knew  the 
way  to  deal  with  me  exaftly.  - —  Oh  !  Oh !  I  fed  at 
Heart  all  thofe  —  I  don’t  know  what  to  call  ’em  — 
thofe  ftrange  Diflempers  he  threaten’d  me  with. 

Heart.  One  would  think  Dr.  Mummy  held  in  his 
Hands  the  Thread  of  your  Life,  and  by  a  lupreme 
Authority,  could  fhortcn  or  prolong  it  as  he  thought 
proper :  Refledt  a  little,  that  the  Principles  of  your 
Life  are  in  your  felf,  and  that  Dr.  Mummy" s  Anger  is 
as  incapable  of  killing  you,  as  his  Medicines  are  of 
keeping  you  alive, 


Sir  Cred . 
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Sir  Cred .  Oh  lack!  Oh  lack!  And  pray,  wife  Sir, 
what  would  you,  out  of  your  profound  Knowledge 
and  Skill,  advife  one  to  do  when  one  happens  to  be 
fick,  then? 

Heart.  Nothing. 

Sir  Cred .  Nothing! 

Heart.  No,  nothing,  but  keep  your  fclf  quiet.  Na¬ 
ture  herfelf,  if  we’d  let  her  alone,  would  gradually 
throw  off  the  Load  fhe  labours  with.  ’Tis  our  own 
Impatience  fpoils  all  3  for  when  we  have  but  juft 
Strength  enough  to  ftruggle  with  our  Diftempery  we 
muft  take  Loads  of  Drugs  to  burden  us  the  more.  Be¬ 
lieve  me,  Brother,  it  muft  be  a  wonderful  robuftCon- 
flitution  that  is  able  to  bear  both  the  Fhyfick  and  the 
Difeafe. 

Sir  Cred.  Mighty  well,  Sir,  with  your  Nature  and 

you.  —  But  is  not  this  Nature  to  be  aflifted  bv  Art* 
Pray  ?  J  5 

Heart.  Lud!  Lud !  Brother,  how  you  are  impos’d 
on  !  When  a  Phyilcian  talks  to  you  of  affifting,  re¬ 
lieving,  and  fupponing  Nature  3  when  he  talks  of 
fweetning  the  Blood,  ftrengthning  the  Nerves,  and 
re  ft  o  ring  the  Lungs,  ’tis  nothing  but  a  fpecious  way 
of  prating,  which  gives  you  \Vords  inftead  of  Rea- 
fons,  and  Promifes  inftead  of  Effects :  For  when  you 
come  to  make  Trial,  you  find  it  a  mere  Dream,  which 
leaves  nothing  but  the  Regret  of  having  ever  thought 
it  real. 

'Enter  Primrofe,  drefs'd  as  a  Phyfician. 

Prim.  Sir,  your  Servant. 

Sir  Cred.  Your  Servant,  Sir. - -  By  my  Troth 

Primrofe  herfelf!  * 

Heart .  They  are  very  like  one  another,  indeed  3  but 
’tis  n’t  the  fir  ft  time  we’ve  feen  fuch  fort  of  things. 

Prim.  I  hope,  Sir,  you’ll  pardon  my  Curioftty  in 
v; firing  a  Perfan  of  fo  famous  an  Indifpofition  as  your 
fed,  and  offering  you  my  (mail  Services  in  relation  to 
what  Bleedings  and  Purgations  you  may  have  occa« 
lion  for. 

Sir  Cred . 
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Sir  Cred .  Sir,  your  Servant. 

Prim .  I  obferve,  Sir,  that  you  look  very  earnefily 
at  me,  pray  how  old  d’ye  think  I  may  be? 

Sir  Cred.  Old!  why  Thirty,  belike. 

Prim .  Ha,  ha,  ha !  why,  I’m  above  Fourfcore. 
Sir. 

Sir  Cred .  Fourfcore ! 

Prim.  Yes*  you  fee  an  Effe&  of  the  Secrets  of 
my  Art,  that  preferve  me  thus  lively  and  vigorous. 

Sir  Cred.  I  profefs,  a  jolly  Youth,  for  one  o’Four- 
fcore,  if  he  could  but  have  hinder’d  the  Growth  of 
his  Beard,  Brother. 

Heart .  O!  by  no  means  5  a  Phyfician’s  Skill  lies 
chiefly  in  his  Chin.  ' 

Prim.  I  am.  Sir,  an  Itinerant  Phyfician,  who  tra¬ 
vel  from  Town  to  Town,  from  Kingdom  to  King¬ 
dom,  to  find  out  Patients  worthy  of  my  Pra&ice,  and 
fit  to  exercife  the  great  and  noble  Secrets  of  my  Art 
upon.  I  fcorn  to  amufe  my  felf  with  the  little  Fry  of 
common  Diftempers,  the  Trifles  of  Rheumatifim, 
Scurvies,  Vapours,  and  Megrims.  Give  me  your 
Difeafes  of  Importance,  good  Purple-Fevers,  good 
Plagues,  good  confirm’d  Dropfies,  good  Pleunfies, 
with  Inflammation  of  the  Lungs.  Thefe  are  what 
pleafe  me*  thefe  are  what  I  triumph  over-,  and  I  wifli 
with  all  my  Heart,  Sir,  that  you  had  a  Complication 
of  ’em  all  upon  you  at  once  5  that  you  were  given  o- 
ver  by  all  the  Phyficians,  and  at  the  very  Point  of 
Death,  that  I  might  demonftrate  to  you  the  Excel¬ 
lency  of  my  Medicines,  and  the  Defire  I  have  to  do 
you  Service. 

Sir  Cred.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir*  for 
your  kind  Wifhes. 

Prim.  Let  me  feel  your  Pulfe,  — —  Come,  beat 
as  you  fliould  do.  —  Hey!  this  Pulfe  plays  the  Fool. 
—Ye  don’t  know  me  yet,  I  find.  —  Who  is  your  Phv- 

fician  ? 

Sir  Cred .  Dr.  Mummy. 

Prim .  Dr.  Mummy !  Who  is  he?  I  have  not  his 

IN  a  me 
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'  Name  in  my  Lift  of  eminent  Phy ficians.  Where  does 
he  fay  your  Diftemper  lies  ? 

Sir  Cred.  He  fays  in  the  Spleen  others  in  the 
Liver. 

Prim .  They  are  all  of  ’em  Ignoramus's  I  fay,  that 
it  lies  in  yqur  Lungs. 

Sir  Cred.  In  my  Lungs ! 

Prim.  Yes  5  where’s  your  Pain  ? 

Sir  Cred .  1  have  every  now  and  then  a  Pain  in  my 
Head. 

Prim .  The  Lungs  exa£Hy. 

Sir  Cred.  Sometimes  a  Mill  before  my  Eyes. 

Prim.  The  Lungs. 

Sir  Cred .  Sometimes  a  violent  Palpitation  of  the 
Heart. 

Prim .  The  Lungs. 

Sir  Cred .  At  other  times  I  am  taken  with  a  violent 
Pain  in  my  Belly,  as  if  it  was  the  Colick. 

Prim.  The  Lungs  again.  You  have  a  good  Appe¬ 
tite  to  what  you  eat  ? 

Sir  Cred .  Yes,  Sir. 

Prim.  The  Lungs.  You  love  to  drink  a  Glafs  of 
Wine  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Yes. 

Prim.  That’s  the  Lungs.  You  take  a  comfortable 
Nap  after  Dinner. 

Sir  Cred.  True,  Sir. 

Prim.  The  Lungs,  the  Lungs*  I  tell  ye.  What 
does  your  Pbyfician  order  you  to  eat? 

Sir  Cred.  He  orders  me  Broth. 

Prim.  Ignorant! 

Sir  Cred.  Chicken. 

Prim.  Ignorant! 

Sir  Cred.  New-laid  Eggs, 

Prim.  Ignorant ! 

Sir  Cred.  And  above  all,  to  drink  a  good  deal  of 
Water  in  my  Wine. 

Prim.  Ignorant  us ,  Ignorant  a ,  Igmrantum!  — — You 
mult  drink  good,  unmix’d,  Spanijh  Wine,  to  thicken 

your 
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your  Blood,  which  is  too  thin.  — —  You  mu  ft  cat 
good  fat  Beef,  good  fat  Bacon,  good  Dutch  Cheefe, 
Rice-Gruel,  and  Craw-fifh  Soup,  to  corroborate  and 
conglutinate.  — —  Your  Dr.  Mummy  is  an  Afs,  and 
knows  nothing  of  his  Bufinefs*  I’ll  fend  you  a  Phy- 
fician  of  my  own  bringing  up,  and  will  vifit  you 
fometimes  my  felf,  whiift  I  flay  in  the  Town. 

Sir  Cred.  Sir,  you’ll  oblige  me  extremely. 

Prim.  What  the  Duce  d’ye  do  wkh  this  Arm? 

Sir  Cred.  Do  with  it? 

Prim.  Cut  me  off*  this  Arm  immediately. 

Sir  Cred.  Why  fo,  pray? 

Prim  Don’t  you  fee  that  it  draws  all  the  Nourifli- 
ment  to  it  felf,  and  hinders  the  other  from  thriv¬ 
ing? 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  but  I’ve  occafion  for  my  Arm. 

Prim.  Here’s  an  Eye  too,  which  I’d  have  inftantly 
pluck’d  out,  were  I  in  your  Place. 

Sir  Cred.  Pluck  out  my  Eye !  ■ 

Prim.  Don’t  you  perceive  it  injures  the  other,  and 
occafions  thofe  Milts  you  complain’d  of  but  now? 
Be  guided  by  me,  and  have  it  taken  away  diregilyi 
you’ll  fee  the  better  with  your  Left. 

Sir  Cred.  There’s  no  hade  for  that.  Sir  5  ’tis  as  well 
let  alone. 

Prim.  But  hark’e,  Sir,  is  there  not  a  certain  Gen¬ 
tleman,  one  Squire  Looby  9  that  is  to  marry  your 
Daughter  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  Sir,  he  is  juft  arriv’d  from  Cornwal 
for  that  Purpofe. 

Prim.  The  fame.  - - ’Twas  there  he  was  confti- 

tuted  and  indu.fted  my  Patient,  but  felonioufly  with¬ 
drew  himfelf  from  the  Remedies  I  had  prepar’d  for 

him. 

Heart.  Why,  ay.  Doctor,  your  Phyfick  is  Money 
at  any  timej  fo  that  he  has  adbuaily  Hole  your  Calh . 

Prim.  Pardon  m e$  i  don’t  intend  to  lofe  him  fo 
neither  5  he’s  tied  and  bound  my  Patient,  and  I’ll  have 
him  feiz’d  wherever  I  find  him,  and  either  cure  him, 
or  be  the  Death  of  him. 

F  Sir  Cred , 
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Sir  Cred.  Has  he  any  Diftemper  on  him,  then? 

Prim.  Yes. 

Sir  Cred.  What  Diftemper,  pray? 

Prim.  No  matter:  Phyficians  are  oblig’d  to  Secre¬ 
cy.  ’Tis  enough  that  I  injoin  you  not  to  celebrate 
the  Nuptials,  without  my  Confent,  under  pain  of  in¬ 
curring  the  Refentment  of  the  Faculty,  and  bringing 
the  worft  of  Maladies  into  your  Family. 

Sir  Cred.  Nay,  if  it  be  fo  with  him,  I  {hall  be  in 
no  Hurry  for  the  Match. 

Prim .  Be  fare  you  don’t.  - - -  He  may  run  away 

as  much  as  he  pleafes*  but  I’ll  get  a  Decree  againft 
him,  and  force  him  to  be  cur’d  $  yes,  tho’  there  were 
a  Complication  of  Diftempers,  thirteen  to  the  Do¬ 
zen:  His  Body  is  mortgag’d  to  myCondu&j  and  it 
ftiall  never  be  faid,  that  a  Patient  got  the  better  of 
his  Doflor. 

Sir  Cred.  You  have  my  Confent,  Sir,  to  phyfick 
him  your  Belly-fulJ. 

Prim.  Farewell  Sir.  I  am  forry  I  mu  ft  leave  you 
fo  foon,  but  I’m  oblig’d  to  be  at  a  great  Confultation 
to*day,  upon  a  Perfon  that  dy’d  Yefterday. 

Sir  Cred .  A  Perfon  that  dy’d  Yefterday! 

Prim.  Yes  5  to  confider  what  ought  to  have  been 
done  to  have  kept  him  alive — — and  fo  your  Servant, 
Sir. 

Sir  Cred.  Sir,  your  Servant.  — —  Sick  People,  you 
know,  are  excus’d  from  Ceremony.  [Exit  Primrofe. 

Heart .  This  is  a  thorough  Doctor  now,  and  talks 
like  himfeif. 

Sir  Cred.  Yes,  but  he  goes  a  little  too  faft,  tho’. 

Heart.  Oh  !  that’s  the  way  of  all  your  eminent  Phy- 
ficians. 

Sir  Cred.  To  cut  off  an  Arm,  and  pluck  out  an 
Eye,  in  order  to  make  the  other  better!  I’d  rather 
\  was  not  quite  fo  well.  A  pleafant  Operation  truly, 
to  make  me  at  once  both  blind  and  lame.  * — - — -  But 
you’ll  excufe  me,  Brother,  if  I  go  to  my  Couch  and 
take  a  Nap,  for  I’m  fo  fatigu’d  with  thefe  Affairs. 
If  you  have  a  mind  to  fit  by  me  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour, 
8  you’ll 
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youil  meet  with  fome  very  good  Books  in  my  Study: 
There’s  a  Treatife  upon  the  Virtues  of  Water-Gruel  5 
another  againft  eating  Fifli  or  Flelh;  and  another  to 
prove,  that  we  ought  to  eat  both. 

Heart.  Very  well,  I’ll  attend  you,  Brother. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Cred.  and  Heart/ 


Enter  Prirnrofe,  as  having  juft  thrown  off  her  Doctor's 
Dreftj  and  pulling  off  her  Beard. 


Prim.  So  far,  fo  good :  I  have  look’d  out  fliatp  to 
all  things  yet*  theDo&or’s  Bufinefs  is  done,  I  believe  % 
and  now  I’ll  fo  fatigue  our  Country  Squire,  that  he 
(hall  make  more  bafte  back  again  than  ever  he  did  to 
come.  O !  here’s  my  Chap,  drefs'd  Bridegroom-like. 


Enter  Looby. 

Looby .  Mrs.  Prirnrofe ,  your  Servant. 

Prim.  Sir,  Your  Servant. 

Looby .  You  feem,  Mrs.  Prirnrofe ,  to  look  at  my 
Clothes.  I  was  defirous  to  put  my  felf  into  the  Court 
Fafliion,  for  the  Credit  o’  my  Country. 

Prim.  O’ my  Word,  Sir,  you  make  another-guife 
Figure  than  any  of  our  Courtiers. 

Looby .  Ay,  why  fo  my  Tailor  told  me.  The  Suit 
is  rich,  and  proper  for  him  that  wears  it,  and  will 
make  no  fmall  Show  and  Noife  here;  Hey  ?  — -Bur* 
pray,  can  you  bring  one  to  the  Speech  of  your  La« 
dy  ? 

Prim.  No,  Sir. 

Looby.  Is  fie  gone  out,  then  ? 

Prim .  No. 

Looby.  Bufy,  belike? 

Prim.  No. 

Looby.  In  Company,  may  be? 

Prim.  No. 

Looby.  Urn,  um,  that’s  ftrange  indeed ! 

Prim.  Why,  look  ye,  Sir,  my  Lady  is  often  abroad 
and  at  home,  at  the  fame  time;  engag’d,  and  yet  do¬ 
ing  nothing;  in  Company,  and  yet  no  Body  with 
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lier:  In  a  Word,  my  Lady’s  an  Oracle,  and  I  am  her 

Pried. 

Looby.  Then  you  mud  be  brib’d,  I  fuppofe.  [Afide^\ 
— — —  Give  me  your  Hand,  Mrs.  Primrofe 3  let  you: 
and  I  (hake  Hands  a  little,  and  then,  belike,  wc  {hall 
be  better  acquainted. 

[i taking  her  Hand ,  and  putting  a  Purfe  in  it. 
P ;  dm.  Plha!  be  quiet.  Why,  what  a  Fool  ’tis! 

"  Afide ,  feeing  the  Money  ] - Urn,  no,  Troth,  the 

Man  has  more  Wit  than  I  thought  he  had. 

Looby .  When  I’m  marry ’d  to  your  Lady,  Mrs.  Prim* 
rofe ,  you  fhall  have  an  excellent  Place  on’t. 

Prim.  You  marry  my  Lady,  Sir? 

Looby .  Why  ay,  Tm  come  on  purpofe  to  marry  her, 
now. 

Prim .  T o . . to  marry  her  ? 

Looby.  Yes. 

Prim.  In  Marriage,  fay  ye? 

Looby .  Yes,  to  be  lure $  how  elfe  can  it  be? 

Prim.  Um— ‘Pm  lorry  for  it. 

Looby.  Sorry  for  it ! 

Prim.  Ay,  I  was  thinking— — but  ’tis  no  matter, 

I  beg  your  Pardon. 

Looby.  What  d’ye  mean  by  that? 

Prim.  Nothing,  nothing. 

Looby.  But,  pray  now  - — — 

Prim.  Nothing,  I  tell  you  5  I  fpoke  too  haftily. 
Looby.  Nay,  but  I  mud  know  what’s  at  the  bottom 
of  all  this. 

Prim.  No,  no,  ’tisn’t  at  allnecedary  you  fliould. 
Looby .  Ods  my  Heart !  but  it  is  tho’. 

Prim.  Well,  if  it  is,  you  mud  excufe  me  there.  1 
Looby.  By  what  you  faid  o’  me,  this  Morning,  1 
Mrs.  Primrofe ,  I  took  you  for  my  Friend. 

Prim.  Ay,  marry,  no  body  can  be  more  fo  3  from 
the  Moment  I  faw  you,  I  felt  an  Inclination  for  you 3 
I  faw  something  of  Ingenuity 
Looby .  Your  Servant. 

Prim .  Something  lovely™ 

Looby .  Oh,  Mrs.  Primrofe  / 
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Prim.  So  majeftick  —— 

Looby .  Ay,  fomeching  manly,  as  one  may  fay. 

Prim.  So  cordial  — — - 

Looby.  Ah,  fweet  Mrs.  Primrofe  ! 

Prim .  This  is  all  true.  — But  here  is  a  Thing  that 
one’s  Neighbour’s  Intered  is  concern’d  in. 

Looby.  Hark  ye,  Mrs.  Primrofe^  here’s  this  Ring  you 

muil  wear  for  my  fake. - Nay,  ’tis  in  vain  to  fay, 

Noj  for  wear  it  you  mud.  —  And  this,  1  hope,  will 
oblige  you  to  open  your  Heart  to  me. 

Prim.  Let  me  fee,  I’ll  conftilt  my  Confcience  a  lit¬ 
tle  on  the  Gale.  —  In  the  fird  Place,  here’s  my  Mailer 
purfuing  his  own  Intered,  and  endeavouring  to  pro¬ 
vide  for  his  Daughter  as  advantageouily  as  poffible,  and 
we  ought  to  do  no  Man  an  Injury  in  fuch  an  Affair. 

* — —  Not  that  the  thing  is  any  manner  of  Secret  }  but 
Ihall  l  go  difeover  it  to  one  who’s  ignorant  of  it  ? 
No,  we  are  forbid  to  fpeak  Evil  of  our  Neighbour, 
that’s  truej  but  then  on  the  other  fide  — — - 

Looby.  Ay,  now  for  t’other  fde! 

Prim.  Here’s  q,  worthy  Gentleman,  who’s  a  Stran¬ 
ger  to  the  Town— — —  . 

Looby.  And  has  been  ftrangely  us’d  in  it; 

Prim.  Who  comes  thro’  Thick  and  Thin,  with  an 
honell  Intention  to  marry  a  Woman  he  knows  nothing 
of-  —  an  open-hearted  Gentleman— — — 

Looby .  And  a  Man  of  Parts,  too. 

Prim.  Who  places  a  Confidence  in  me  as  his  Friend, 
has  prefented  me  with  a  Purfe  mod  curiouily  wrought. 

Looby .  Of  Twenty  Guineas. 

Prim.  And  a  Ring  to  wear  for  his  Sake. 

Looby .  Which  cod  Twenty  more. 

Prim.  And  fhall  I  fee  this  courteous  generous  Gen¬ 
tleman  abus’d  and  impos’d  on,  without  fo  much  as  tel¬ 
ling  him  of  it  ? 

Looby.  No,  to  be  dire.  * 

Prim.  Well,  I  find  I  may  let  you  into  Matters, 
without  wounding  my  Confcience}  but  let  us  endea¬ 
vour  to  tell  ’em  in  the  gentled  way  poffible,  and  fpare 

People  as  much  as  we  can  - - To  fay  that  this  young 
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Lady  o’ mine  leads  a  difhonourable  Life,  would  be  * 
little  too  harfb>  let  us  therefore  leek  fome  milder 
Terms  to  exprcfs*  our  Meaning  by.  The  Word, 
Gay>  perhaps  may  do  it  5  no,  that  dosn’t  quite  come  up 

to’c* - -that  of  compleat  Coquette  feems  to  hit  our  Pur- 

pofe  the  belt. 

Looby .  Cocked  Cocket !  What  are  your  Cockets? 

Prim.  Oh !  your  Coquets,  Sir,  are  your  prancing, 
prattling,  gaming,  galloping,  witty,  wanton,  fine 
Ladies  3  who  rail  at  their  Friends,  jilt  their  Lovers, 
and  cuckold  their  Husbands  3  and  are  true  to  nothing 
but  Scandal  and  Strong- waters. 

Looby .  Ohoi  are  they  fo?  are  they  fo?  I  am  not 
fuch  a  Coxcomb  then,  as  to  have  any  Bufinefs  with  a 
Cocket. 

Prim .  Why  fo?  there’s  not  fo  much  Harm  in’t  as 
People  imagine,  perhaps. 

Looby.  O!  isn’t  there  fo?  I’m  your  Servant  for 
that*  I’ll  put  no  fuch  Cap  on  my  Crown,  I  aflure 
ye 3  the  Brows  of  the  Loobies  are  not  made  to  beat 
Branches. 

Prim .  Pooh,  Pooh  !  *tis  what  Husbands  now-a-days 
fit  down  fatisfy’d  under.  If  you  can’t  fo  well  bear  to 
fee  it  done  under  your  very  Nofe,  why,  you  have  no¬ 
thing  to  do  but,  when  the  Galant  comes,  to  take  your 
Cane  and  Gloves,  and  very  civilly  walk  off. 

Looby.  Good,  good !  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  am  a  very 
proper  Perfon  to  be  made  a  Stalking-Horfe  of,  no 
doubt.  They  fanfy’d,  I  warrant  ye,  that  Leonard 
Looby ,  Efq$  had  no  Guts  ^  his  Brains,  to  inform  him- 
felf  how  the  World  went,  and  to  fee  his  Honour  well 

fecur’d  in  a  Wife.- - 'But  I’ll  go  and  ferret  out  old 

Night-Cap ,  and  let  him  fee,  i’cod!  that  a  Cornijh  Man 
is  nof  fo  eafily  to  be  bubbled.  [_Exit  Looby. 

Prim.  Ha,  ha,  ha  rare  Gudgeon,  truly! 

Enter  Servant,  who  whifpers  Primrofe, 

Prim.  Very  well  3  bid  ’em  go  up  one  after  another, 
the  Scotch  Woman  fir  ft. 

f  *•  i  <  v.  ;  *  . 


Enter 
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Enter  Beaumont. 

Beau.  Hift!  Primrofe ,  is  the  Coaft  clear? 

Prim.  Yes,  yes,  old  Argus  is  employ’d  above. 

Beau .  Well,  and  how  are  we?  how  came  you  off 
with  your  Scene  of  Quackery  ? 

Prim.  As  Quacks  of  all  forts  do,  Sir  >  with  flying 
Colours.  I  ioon  routed  the  Doftor,  and  run  away 
with  his  Bulinefs. 

Beau.  Bravely  faid!  But  where’s  our  Squire?  what’s 
doing  with  him? 

Prim.  Oh  !  we  are  doing  very  handfomly  by  him 
above  Stairs. 

Beau.  Is  the  Farce  wc  contriv’d,  in  A£tion  now, 
then  ?  5 

*  Prim.  Yesj  Ha,  ha,  ha!  He’ll  have  enough  of 
Wives,  I’ll  warrant  him. 

Beau.  Well,  but  what  have  you  for  me  to  do 
now  ? 

Prim.  Let  it  be  your  Bufinefs  to  contrive  the  Wind¬ 
ing-up  of  the  Play,  while  I  play  my  Scenes  with  him, 
— •  Y ou  underftand. 

Beau.  Ay,  ay. 

Prim.  And  asfoon  as  I  have  planted  him  as  I  would— 

\JVhifpers  Beaumont,. 

Beau,  Very  wells  that  will  do  the  beft  of  any  thing 
in  the  World. 

Prim.  But  here  he  comes.  —  —Get  you  gone  quick, 
for  we  muftn’t  be  feen  together.  [_Exzt  Beaumont. 

Enter  Looby. 

Looby .  What  the  Murrain  can  all  this  mean?  Are 
the  People  in  this  Town  all  dark  mad? 

Prim.  What’s  the  matter,  Squire? 

Looby.  I  fliall  certainly  be  murder’d  here  in  this 
curfed  Place!- - jabbering  Jades !  brazen  Whores! 

Prim.  How!  What’s  that? 

* Looby .  Why,  a  couple  of  foul-mouth’d  Carrions 
have  been  abuflng  meat  fuch  a  rate,  within,*  and  pre¬ 
tend  that  I  am  marry ’d  to  ’em  both, 
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Prim.  Marry’d  to  ’em  both! 

Looby ,  Ay,  and  threaten  me  with  Juftice,  and  (wear 

they ’li  have  me  hang’d. 

Prim.  Mercy  on  us !  an  ugly  Bufinefs !  a  very  ugly 
Bufinefs,  and  Juftice  here  is  as  rigorous  as  Vengeance 
again  it  that  fort  of  Crime. 

Looby.  Ay  >  but  I  am  as  innocent  o 9  the  Matter  as 
you  be,  Mrs.  Primrofe. 

Prim.  No  matter  for  that  j  if  you  are  accus’d  of  it, 
5tis  enough.  You  have  nothing  for’t,  but  to  make  your 
Efcapeas  foon  as  you  can  $  there’s  an  Army  of  Con  (ba¬ 
bies  after  you  already,  I  warrant  ’em. 

Looby.  O  Lud !  O  Lud !  O  Lud !  for  Goodnefs 
fake,  what  (hall  1  do,  Mrs.  Primrofe  ?  Have  you  ne’er 
a  dark  Room  you  could  hide  me  in?  ne’er  a  Cupboard 
that  you  could  ram  me  into? 

Prim.  Um!  S  have  hit  on’t.  Come  along  with  me 
quickly  5  i’ll  tell  you  the  bed  way  to  get  off,  without 
being  known. 

Looby.  Dear  Mrs.  Primrofe ,  let  us  be  gone  then,  di- 
re6Uy,  for  this  Town  rains  nothing  but  Plagues. 
What  the  Murrain  had  I  to  do,  to  come  to  London  ? 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Credulous’.?  Chamber , 

Sir  Credulous  and  Heartly. 

* 

Sir  Cred.  Was  ever  the  like  feen?  I  hope  they’ll 
have  him  hang’d. 

Heart.  You  had  like  to  have  been  finely  fitted  with 

a  Son* in- law. 

Sir  Cred .  ’Tis  very  true,  that  l  had  fo.  What  (hall 
I  do  in  this  perplexing  Affair?  I  am  fo  confounded, 

I  can  fix  on  nothing.  •  1  f  '  %  . 

Enter  Primrofe  laughing ,  and  rubbing  her  Hands . 

Prim.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  been  making  Preparations 
for  the  Wedding  that’s  to  be  to-night. 

Sir  Cred.  What  Wedding,  Huffy? 

Prim* 
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Prim .  Why,  Madam  Belina  and  Squire Loohyh^  Sir. 
And,  as  my  Lady  is  out  of  the  way,  I  have  taken  up¬ 
on  me  to  order  a  handfom  Supper,  a  Concert  of  Mu- 
lick,  and  a  — —  > 

SirCred.  Why,  you  meddling  Baggage,  there’s  to  be 
no  Wedding,  nor  no  Supper,  nor  no- — - - 

Prim .  No  Wedding!  ay,  but  there  is,  tho\ 

Sir  Cred .  I  tell  you,  there  is  not. 

Prim.  Lack-a-day !  Sir,  you  forget  your  felfj  didn’t 
you  fay  that  it  was  to  be  to-night  ? 

Sir  Cred .  If  I  did  fay  it,  I  unfay  it  again. 

Prim.  You  may  do  as  you  will}  but  rnarry’d  they 
ihall  be,  now  things  are  gone  fo  far,  that’s  pofitive. 

Sir  Cred .  Heyday  !  whereabout  are  we  ? - Why 

• — —  why- - 

Prim .  I  have  more  Love  for  you  than  to  fuffer  you 
to  make  your  felf  laugh’d  at,  for  faying  and  unfaying 
in  this  manner. 

Sir  Cred.  I  want  none  of  your  Love. 

Prim.  But  I  will  Love  you,  in  fpite  of  your  Teeth. 

Sir  Cred.  Will  you  hold  your  Tongue,  Serpent? 
I’ll  make  you  be  fijent,  or  I’ll— — 

Prim.  Be  it  fo.  But  if  I  don’t  fpeak,  I’ll  think. 

Sir  Cred.  Think  as  much  as  you  will}  but  take  care 
you  don’t  fpeak.  [ Turning  to  bis  Brother Brother,  I 
am  almoft  mad.  What  muft  be  done? 

Prim .  I  wifh  I  might  fpeak. 

[She's  fiient  when  he  turns  his  Head „ 

Sir  Cred.  What  muft  be  done,  Brother? 

Prim .  Why,  they  muft  be  marry’d. 

Sir  Cred .  Then  what  I  fay,  figniiies  nothing?  Hey! 

Baggage>  Hey ! 

Prim.  What  ails  you,  Sir  ?  I  don’t  fpeak  to  you. 

Sir  Cred.  What  then  ? 

Prim .  I  talk  to  my  Self. 

Sir  Cred.  Very  well.  [ Putting  htmfeif  in  a  Pofture 
to  ftrike  her\  and  Primrofe,  at  every  Caft  of  his  Eye , 
fianding  fiient .]  I  have  thought  ferioufly  of  it.  Bro¬ 
ther  [Z^He  artly]  Why  don’t  you  fpeak? 
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Pri/®.  I  have  thought  ferioufly  of  it,  and  it  muft 
be  fo.  ,  [Half  afide . 

Sir  Cred.  Why,  you  tormenting  Bead ! 

[Goes  to  ft r ike  her . 

Pi  im.  [Running  out7\  And  therefore  I’ll  go  fend  for 
the  Parfon  this  very  Moment.  [Exit  Primrofe. 

Sir  Cred.  Her  In  foie  nee  has  put  me  mad !  How  am 
I  tormented  on  every  hand !— ■ — •  Ah  !  Brother,  let  me 
advife  you  never  to  marry. 

Heart.  Never  a  fecond  time.  Brother}  and  a  young 
ravenous  Widow,  too. 

Sir  Cred.  That’s  not  the  Thing}  I  don’t  fpeak  of 
my  Lady }  (he’s  all  the  Comfort  I  have  — -  but,  Chil¬ 
dren,  Children,  Brother,  they  are  the  Bane  of  Ma¬ 
trimony  }  they  are  fo  many  Serpents,  which  a  Man 
hatches  and  breeds  up  only  to  fling  him  to  Death  for 
his  pains. 

Heart.  We  only  think  ’em  fo,  by  not  confidering 
’em  as  what  they  are.  The  little  Gaieties  and  ExceffeSt 
of  Youth,  are  as  much  the  Beauty  and  Perfedion  of 
that  State,  as  Care  and  Policy  are  of  Age}  and  yet 
becaufe  they  an’t  immediately  grave  and  gray-headed,, 
we  are  diffatisfy’d  and  offended. 

Sir  Cred .  Ah !  Brother,  no  body  knows  the  Cares* 
the  Anxieties,  the  Pangs  of  a  Parent,  but  thofe  who 
feel  ’em}  I  profefs,  I  am  quite  opprefs’d  and  bore 
down  by ’em.  Ah!  Belina ,  Belina!  [Wiping  his  Eyes. 

Heart .  Come,  come,  Brother,  this  is  all  Diflemper} 
we’ll  talk  more  of  thefe  things  by  and  by:  In  the 
mean  time  I  have  order’d  an  Entertainment  below, 
which  will  diffipate  your  Concern,  and  difpofe  you  to 
fudge  the  better  of  whafc’s  proper  to  be  done.  Things 
won’t  appear  fo  difmal,  after  a  Song  and  a  Dance} 
’twill  do  you  more  good  than  all  the  Drugs  in  Mr.  G.ah 
leypofs  Shop. 

In  focial  Mirth,  and  gay  Delights,  we  find 

The  trueft  Cure  for  a  diftemper’d  Mind. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  Aft. 
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A  C  T  V,  SCENE  L 


SCENE,  The  Square . 

Beaumont  and  Primrofe  meet. 

fieau.XXJ  ELL,  Primrofe ,  how  go  we  on ? 

VV  Prim .  With  Wind  and  Tide,  and  For* 

tune  herfelf  fits  fmiling  at  the  Helm. 

Beau.  Bleffings  on  her  for  it ! 

Prim.  I  have  put  our  Chap  into  fuch  a  terrible 
Fright,  about  the  Severity  of  the  Law  here  again# 
having  two  Wives,  that  he’s  refolv’d  to  fly  for’t*  and 
that  he  may  efcape  more  eafily  from  the  Conftables, 
which  I’ve  told  him  are  plac’d  in  every  Corner  to  ap¬ 
prehend  him,  he’s  gone  to  difguife  himfelf  in  Wo¬ 
man’s  Habit. 

Beau.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  fliould  be  glad  to  fee  him  in 
that  Equipage. — —But  now,  Primrofe ,  what  have  we 
to  go  upon  next? 

Prim.  Why,  we  have  nothing  now  to  do,  but  to 
fow  the  Seeds  of  Difoord  betwixt  Husband  and  Wife, 
and  the  Day’s  our  own. 

Beau .  That  will  be  a  difficult  Task,  I  fear  5  fhe’s  a 
fly  Bead:,  and  won’t  eafily  be  trap’d. 

Prim.  Courage,  Man  5  I  have  Snares  for  Foxes,  as 
well  as  for  Woodcocks. 

Beau.  Thou  art  a  dear,  charming,  courageous  Wench, 
and  fhalt  be  rewarded  accordingly. 

Prim .  But  fee,  here  comes  our  Lafs — -  away,  quick, 
that  he  mayn’t  fee  us  together  $  as  foon  as  I’ve  got 
him  fairly  pack’d  off,  I  (hall  go  to  work  upon  the  old 
Gentleman  within  $  and  be  you  ready  to  appear  upon 
proper  Notice. 

Beau.  Succefs  attend  you.  [Exit  Beaumont. 

Enter 


The  Mother -in- Law  $  or, 


Enter  Looby,  in  Woman?  s  Clothes . 

Prim .  So,  Squire,  why  you  make  a  very  graceful 
Figure!  You’ve  the  perfe£t  Air  of  a  Woman  o’  Qua¬ 
lity.  I  defy  them  to  know  you  in  this  Equipment. 

Looby .  ’Tis  ftrange,  tho’,  Mrs.  Primroje ,  that  the 
Forms  of  Law  fhould  not  be  observ’d  in  this  Town! 

Prim.  But  ’tis  as  I  told  you  *  they  hang  a  Man  here, 
firft,  and  try  him  afterwards. 

Looby .  But  when  a  Body’s  innocent - 

Prim .  They  never  trouble  themfelves  about  that.—- 
Then  they  have  an  intolerable  Hatred  for  People  of 
your  Country,  and  nothing  can  pleafe  ’em  more  than 
to  fee  a  Cornijh  Man  bang’d. 

Looby .  Why,  what  have  the  Cornijh  Men  done  to^’em  ? 

Prim .  Oh !  your  Londoners  are  mere  Brutes,  and 
Enemies  to  the  Gentility  and  Merit  of  other  Places. 
For  my  part,  I  proteft  I  am  in  a  terrible  Fright  for 
you,  and  fhould  never  have  any  Comfort  if  you  fhould 
come  to  be  hang’d. 

Looby.  ’Tisn’t  fo  much  the  Fear  of  Death,  as  that 
’twould  be  fuch  a  Blot  in  one’s  Scutcheon. 

Prim.  Right,  1  d  on’t  know  if  you  wou’dn’t  lofe 
your  Title  of  Squire  by  it,  - —  But  come,  give  me  your 
Hand  now,  and  walk  like  a  Woman  j  and  talk,  and 
give  yourfelf  all  the  Airs  of  Quality. 

Looby .  Let  me  alone,  l  have  feen  People  of  Fafhion* 
all  the  Mifchief  is,  I  have  fomewhat  of  a  Beard. 

Prim.  Pho!  your  Beard’s  nothing*  I  have  known 
many  Women  of  Quality  have  a  great  deal  more  — 
Come,  let  us  fee  a  little  how  you  behave  yourfelf.  — 
Good. 

Looby .  [. Mimicking  a  Woman  in  his  W liking  and  the  Tom 
of  his  Voice7\  Why,  my  Cauch,  there!  Where  is  my 
Cauch  ?  Lard  !  what  a  miferable  thing  it  is  to  have 
fuch  Servants  as  thefe !  Muffc  I  wait  all  Day  on  the 
Pavement,  and  will  no  body  call  my  Cauch  for  me  ? 

Prim .  So. 

Looby .  What,  no  Cauchman  to  be  found,  no  Page? 
I’ll  break  the  Neck  of  thefe  Doings. - -  Why  Page! 

Little 
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Little  Rafcal!  -—'-Isn’t  the  little  Fool  to  be  found? 
—  Is  there  no  Page  there  ?  Have  I  no  Page  in  the 
Warld? 

Prim .  Admirable! 


Enter  Conftable  and  Attendants . 

Conft.  Who  have  we  here  that  makes  this  Outcry? 
Hah  !  here’s  a  Face  that  much  refembles  what  was  de* 
fcrib’d  to  us. 

Looby .  ’Tis  not  me,  I  allure  you. 

Conft.  How!  how!  What’s  that? 

Looby .  1  can’t  tell. 

Conft.  There’s  fome  Meaning  in  what  you  faid,  and 
I  take  you  Prifoner. 

Looby.  Nay,  nay,  good  Gentlemen! 

Confi .  No,  no,  by  your  Manner  and  Difguife,  you 
mull  needs  be  Squire  Looby  >  whom  we  are  in  quell  of  j 
let’s  away  with  him  to  Newgate. 

Looby.  Oh  fad !  Oh  fad !  I’m  doom’d  to  be  bang’d 
then,  at  laft. 

Prim.  Mr.  Confi  able ,  for  my  fake,  I  conjure  you  not 
to  cgrry  him  to  Prifon. 

Conft .  ’Tis  impoffible  - *— 

Prim.  Come,  I  know  you’re  a  Man  that  will  harken 
to  Reafon.  Is  there  no  way  of  adjulling  this  Matter 
with  a  few  Guineas,  or  fo  ? 

Conft .  Stand  off  a  little.  \ftto  his  Attendants . 

Prim.  You  mull  give  him  fome  Money - quick, 

quick.  [Lo  Looby. 

Looby .  O  ctirfed  Town  ! 

[. Pulling  up  his  Peetticoats  to  get  at  his  Breeches . 

Prim.  Hold  your  Hand,  Sir. 

Conft.  How  much  is  there? 

Prim .  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,, fix,  feven,  eight, 
nine,  ten. 

Conft .  No,  I  can’t  do ’c$  my  Orders  are  pofitive. 

Prim.  Lard!  flay,  [ftto  Looby.]  Quick,  quick,  give 
him  as  much  more. 

Looby .  But— — - 


Prim , 
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Prim .  Lofe  no  time,  I  tell  you.— •  Sure,  youhaV£ 
a  mind  to  be  hang’d !  — - - -  Here,  Sir,  here. 

Conft.  I  mu  ft  run  away  with  him,  and  live  with  him, 
then  5  for  I  durft  not  fhew  my  Head  again  here. 

Prim.  Then,  pray,  take  great  care  of  him  $  I  beg 
you  will. 

Conft .  I  promife  you  that.  __ 

Prim .  Be  gone  then,  quickly,  Squire.  — -  I 
love  you  fo  much,  that  I  wifli  you  a  hundred  Miles 
off. 

Looby .  Good  by  t’ye,  dear  Mrs.  Prmrofe.'—  That’S 
the  only  honeft  Body  I  have  met  with  in  this  Town. 

[ Exeunt  Looby  and  Conft  able. 

Prim.  By  t’ye,  Bubble,  and  Fortune  bleis  thee,  for 
thou  art  one  of  her  own  Dotard  Brood.— — But  I’m 
wanted  by  this  time  fomewhere  elfe.  [Exit  Prim* 


SCENE  II.  Sir  Credulous’*  Chamber. 


Enter  Sir  Credulous  and  Heartly. 

Heart.  So,  Brother,  what  think  you  of  my  Ed**- 
tertainment?  Isn’t  it  as  good  as  a  Dofe  of  Ajfa* 

thing. 

Heart.  Well,  Brother,  fince  this  Match  is  now  at 
an  End,  and  you  and  your  Doftor  are  at  Variance 
with  one  another,  I  hope  I  may  have  the  Liberty  to 
propofe  the  Perfon  I  was  fpeaking  of  for  my  Niece. 

Sir  Cred.  No,  Brother,  I’m  refolv’d  to  fend  her  in¬ 
to  the  Country,  and  there  confine  her,  for  offering 
to  oppofe  my  Will  and  Pleafure.  I  find  there’s  a 
Love-Affair  under  the  Rofe,  and  have  difeovered  a 
certain  private  Interview,  which  they  don’t  think  I 
have. 

Heart.  Very  good,  Brother;  and  fuppofe  there 
ftiould  be  fome  little  Inclination  in  the  Cafe,  where 
would  be  the  Harm  of  it  ?  You  have  no  reafon  to  be 
difpleas’d,  fince  nothing’s  intended  but  what’s  honour* 

able. 


feetida  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Ho !  good  Ajfa-foetida  is  a  gooi 
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Sir  Cred.  Be  that  as  it  will,  fhe  fhall  go  into  the 
Country,  that  I’m  refolv’d  on. 

Enter  Prim  role. 

Heart.  I  can  gods,  Brother,  who  put  you  on  that 
Reiolution.  There’s  one  Perfon  in  the  World  you’ll 
pleafe  by  it,  Pm  certain.  3 

Sir  Cred.  I  under  (land  you,  Sir  5  you  are  always 
touching  on  that  String.  My  Wife  is  a  great  Heart¬ 
burn  to  you. 

Heart.  Yes,  Brother,  fines  ’tis  neceflary  to  be  plain 
with  you,  ’tis  your  Wife  that  I  mean  5  and  I  can  no 
more  bear  your  ridiculous  Fondnefs  for  her,  than  that 
you  have  forPhyfiek*  nor  endure  to  fee  you  ran  hand¬ 
over-head  into  all  the  Snares  fhe  lays  for  you. 

Prim.  Ah!  dear  oir,  don’t  fpeak  fo  of  my  Lady j 
fhe  s  a  Woman  that  no  body  can  fay  any  thing  againft^ 
a  Woman  without  the  lea  ft  Grain  of  Artifice  or  De- 

fign,  and  loves  my  M  after  —  there’s  no  fay  inn-  how 
much  fhe  loves  him. 

Sir  Cred.  Ay,  ask  but  her  now,  how  cxceffive  fond 
fhe  is  of  me. 

Prim.  Moft  exceffive! 

Sir  Cred .  How  much  Concern  my  Xllnefs  gives 
her. 

Prim.  True - rfhe’s  always  praying  that  fhe  might 

fee  an  End  of  it. 

Sir  Cred .  And  the  Care  and  Pains  fhfc  takes  about 
me. 

Prim.  Right.  — — —  Shall  we  convince  you  now, 
Mr.  Heartly ,  and  fhew  you  dire&Iy  what  a  furpri- 
fing  AfFe&ion  my  Lady  has  for  my  Mafter?  — Per¬ 
mit  me,  Sir,  to  undeceive  him,  and  let  him  fee  his 
Mi  flake. 

Sir  Cred.  As  how,  Primrofe? 

Prim.  Hark,  my  Lady  is  juft  return’d.  Do  you. 
Sir,  but  ftretch  your  felt  out  in  your  Chair,  and  feign 
your  felf  dead,  you’ll  then  fee  the  violent  Grief,  fhe’ll 
be  in,  when  I  tell  her  the  News. 


Sir  Cred „ 
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Sir  Cred.  Hey  !  — —  Um  !  — -  I  profefs  I’ve  a  mind 

to  take  her  Advice.- - No,  no,  I  can  never  bear  to 

hear  the  Shrieks  and  Lamentations  ffie’il  make  over 
me  *  and  yet  ’twill  be  a  Comfort  to  me  to  hear  them* 
too*  to  feel  her  virtuous  Tears  bedew  my  Face,  and 
her  fweet  Lips  luffing  my  Cheeks  a  thoufand,  thou- 
fand  times,  to  bring  me  back  again  to  Life  and  her.— 
Ah!  Ah!  verily,  Pll  do  it  5  verily,  I’ll  do  it.  And 
then,  Sir,  what  will  become  of  your  fine  Surmifes  ? 
—  But,  Primrofe ,  ar’t  thee  not  afraid  that  her  very 
thinking  me  dead,  will  break  her  Heart? 

Prim .  To.be  lure,  Sir,  if  you  ffiould  keep  her  in 
her  Fright  too  long. 

Sir  Cred.  Oh!  let  me  alone  for  that  5  I’ll  make  the 
Experiment  this  very  Minute,  this  very  Minute.  - — - 
Reach  my  Chair,  here.  [Settling  himfelfi ]  So,  fo. 

Prim.  Do  you  hide  your  fell  in  that  Clofet,  Sir. 

[To  Heartly* 

Sir  Cred .  But  is  there  no  danger  in  feigning  one’s 
felf  dead  ? 

Prim.  No,  noj  what  Danger  ffiould  there  be? 
*Tis  only  ffiutting  your  Eyes,  and  ftretching  your  felf 

out. - —  [To  Heartly.]  Now,  now,  Sir,  we  ffiall 

ffiew  you  your  Error,  with  a  Witnefs,  and  convince 
you  how  much  you  have  injur’d  the  beft  of  Wives. 
[To  Sir  Cred.]  ’Twill  be  pleafant  enough  after¬ 
wards,  Sir,  to  fee  how  blank  your  Brother  will  look. 

- - —  Here’s  my  Lady !  Clofe,  clofe*  you’ve  no  Bu- 

finefs  with  your  Cane*  hang  your  Arms  a  little  more 
dangling*  and  look  more  difmal,  than  ordinary,  if 
poffible. 

Enter  Lady  Hippiffi. 

Prim.  Oh  Heavens!  Oh  fatal  Misfortune!  What  a 
fl range  Accident  is  this ! 

Lady  Hip-  What’s  the  Matter,  Primrofe? 

Prim .  Ah!  Madam.  Ah!  Ah!  [Crying. 

Lady  Hip.  What  is  it?  What  do  ft  thee  mean  by 
this  Blubbering,  pr’ythee? 

Prim .  My  Mafter’s  dead,  Madam.  Oh!  Oh! 

Lady  Hip . 
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, lady  Hip.  Dead  ! 

Prim.  Ay,  alas !  quite  defunct.  / 

Lady  Hip .  Art  thou  flire  of  that? 

Prim.  Too  fure,  alas!  No  body  yet  knows  any 
thing  of  this  Accident*  there  was  not  a  Soul  but  my 
felf  to  help  him  *  he  funk  down  in  my  Arms,  and 
went  off  like  a  Child.- — -  See  there,  Madam,  how 
he  lies  ftretch’d  out  in  his  Chair! 

Lady  Hip.  Now,  Heaven  be  prais’d  for  the  Sight; 
— — —  Primrofe  !  what  a  Simpleton  art  thou,  to 
cry  ? 

Prim.  Cry,  Madam?  Why,  I  thought  we  was  to; 
cry. 

Lady  Hip.  A  great  Lofs  indeed,  to  cry  for!  What 
good  did  he  do  above  Ground?  — — A  grunting, 
grumbling,  ilhlhap’d,  filthy.  Fellow*  never  without 
fome  poifonous  Slop  in  his  Maw*  always  coughing, 
hauking,  and  fpitting  *  for  ever  dying,  and  y£t  too 

much  alive  to  get  him  under  Ground.  - - ■—  Thou 

poor,  pitiful,  credulous  Fool,  farcwch  - — 
Sweet,  charming,  wanton  Widowhood,  thou  only 
Recompenee  for  Marriage  Slavery !  thou  only  End 
and  Aim  of  prudentWives!  once  more,  tfaou’rt  wel- 
come. 

Prim .  A  very  excellent  Funeral  Oration.  f AJidei 

Lady  Hip.  Oh !  how  my  Heart  exults  at  Thought 
of  Liberty,  and  long  negleded  Joys!  • — —  Alas!  poor 
Dear,  thou  haft  loft,  then,  the  frnall  matter  of  Breath 
thou  wer’t  Mafter  of.  O’  my  Confeience,  he  looks 
better  than  when  he  was  alive.  This  is  the  only  time, 
Primrofe ,  I  ever  beheld  him  with  Pleafure.  - — -  Bur, 
come,  thoU  muft  affift  me  in  executing  my  Defignj 
and,  depend  on’t,  that  in  ferving  me,  thou  wilt  molt 
effedlualfy  ferve  thy  felf.  Since  then,  by  good  For¬ 
tune,  no  body’s  yet  acquainted  with  the  Thing,  let 
us  carry  him  to  his  Bed,  and  keep  his  Death  conceal’d 
’till  we  have  thoroughly  fettled  our  Affairs*  and  then, 
Primrofe ,  I’ll  enjoy  the  Pleafure  of  Revenge  too,  in 
its  turn,  and  make  Mifs  Belina  pay  fwingingly  for  her 

G  Inference* 
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Infolence.  Hah !  here  (he  comes,  and  her  Fellow 
with  her*  this  is  a  little  unlucky. 

Prim .  [  Jftdei ]  Confufion!  What  brings  them  here 
now  ?  W  hat  can  be  the  Meaning  of  this  ?  or,  what 

will  be  the  Confequence  of  this  critical  Scene? - 

I  wiih  I  could  give  them  Notice,  that  they  might 
know  how  to  behave  —  but  ’tis  impoffible^  we  muft 
ftand  it>  now. 

Enter  Beaumont  and  Belina.. 

Beau,  [As  he  enter j.]  Yes,  Belina ,  your  Uncle  has, 
by  this  time,  made  my  Propofal  to  your  Father*  I’ll 
therefore  no  longer  trull:  my  Pallion  to  precarious 
Artifice,  but  make  my  Claim  with  Opennels  and  Ho¬ 
nour. 

Belina.  What  ails  thee,  Primrofe ?  Why  thofe Tears? 
How  does  my  Father  do  ? 

Prim .  Ah  !  Madam. 

Belina .  What’s  the  matter? 

Prim.  Alas !  he’s  dead,  Madam. 

Belina.  My  Father  dead  !  Primrofe  ? 

Prim.  Yes,  you  fee  him  there  5  he  expir’d  this  Mo¬ 
ment  in  a  Fit. 

Belina.  Oh !  [Faints; 

Beau.  Hah !  help  her,  Primrofe ,  (he  faints. 

Prim.  Tender  Creature!  • — —  But  fee,  file  reco¬ 
vers. 

Belina.  This  is  a  cruel  Stroke,  indeed !  to  lofe  my 
Father,  who  was  every  thing  in  the  World  to  me* 
and  to  lofe  him  at  a  Time  too,  when  he  had  conceiv’d 
a  Difpleafure  againlt  me!  the  Thought  of  this  adds 
Stings  to  my  Affliftion. 

Beau.  Be  comforted,  Madam,  nor  drive  to  aggra¬ 
vate  your  Grief  by  fuch  Reflexions  *  Beaumont  will 
fupply  the  Lofs  of  a  Father. 

Belina.  No,  Beaumont ,  let’s  talk  no  more  of  any 
fuch  thing  i  I’m  determin’d  to  retire  into  the  Country, 

and  be  no  longer  converfant  in  this  World. - Yes, 

my 
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my  dear  Father,  if  I  have  formerly  oppos’d  your  In¬ 
clinations,  I ’ll  now  execute  one  of  your  Intentions  ac 
lealf,  and  atone  by  that  for  the  Diiquiet  I  have  given 
you. 

Lady  Hip.  You  have  Liberty  to  go,  Child,  as  foon 
as  you  pi  cafe.  — —  I  have  a  Will  in  my  Pocket,  here, 
which  taices  all  manner  of  T rouble  off  your  Hands  3 
and  you  may  foon  pack  up,  I  believe,  all  that  belongs 
to  you 

Prim .  Yes  indeed,  Madam,  your  Father  has  left  the 
foie  Difpofal  of  every  thing  to  her  Ladyfhip 

Edina.  Then  my  Calamity’s  compleat,  indeed."5- — — • 
My  Father!  No,  he  did  not,  could  not  do  it 3  ’twas 
that  arrful,  wicked  Wife,  who  feduc’d  him  into  an 
Adhon  fo  contrary  both  to  his  Reafon  and  Nature. 

Beau .  Let  not  that  Particular,  Madam,  add  any 
thing  to  your  Diftreis  3  you  have  flili  an  affluent  For¬ 
tune  at  command,  and  I  rejoice  at  this  Opportunity 
of  adding  feme  little  Merit  to  my  Paffion. 

Lady  Hip.  Why,  you  both  a£t  your  Parts  miracu- 
ioufly  well! 

Belina.^  Aft,  do  you  fay  ?  No,  Madam,  I’m  no 
more  a  Countefeit  in  Grief,  than  you  are  m  ]°Y; 

Lady  Hip .  Why,  really,  Child,  we  have  both  rea¬ 
fon  enough  to  be  in  earned. 

Beau.  Barbarous  Morffler !  to  infult  a  Poverty,  her 
own  Treachery  was  the  Caufe  of. 

Belina .  But  I  /hall  not  refign  my  Right  fo  tamely  as 
you  may  think  5  the  World  fhail  be  made  acquainted 
with  the  Story,  Madam.  — —  Yes,  Madam,  it  dial! 
know  by  what  fcandalous  Methods  you  pradlis’d  on 
my  Father’s  eafy  Temper,  to  ruin,  moil  unnatural¬ 
ly  ruin  his  own  Children,  to  glut  your  Appetite  For 

Wealth - and  then,  how  ungratefully,  how  fa- 

vagely  you  revell’d  at  the  Death  of  this  good  deluded 
Hu  band,  whole  only  Crime  Was  being  fond  of  fuch  a 
Wife.  ?.  \_f Piping  her  Eyes* 

Lady  Hip .  Whilft  you  entertain  yourfelf  with 
thefe  fine  Reflexions,  Child,  I’ll  beg  leave  to  go  and 

G  a  fettle 
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fettle  a  little  neceffary  BuGnefs.  [  Going  out ,  returns.] 
But  hold,  in  the  Grit  Place,  let  me  fearch  for  his  Keys, 
for  there’s  Money  and  Papers  I  ought  to  fecure. 

[  Going  to  his  Pockets . 

Sir  Cred .  [ 'Starting  up.']  Softly,  foftly,  Madam. 

Qmnes.  Hah! 

Sir  Cred .  So,  Mrs.  Wife,  is  this  your  Extreme  Love 
and  Fondnefs  for  me? 

Prim.  Blefs  us !  the  dead  Man  alive  again ! 

Sir  Cred.  [ Looking  for  fame  time  fiornfully  on  his  Wife.) 
and  then  running  to  Belina.]  Ah !  my  dear  Girl,  come 
to  my  Arms,  let  me  embrace  thee,  my  Child.  Thou 
art  my  own  Daughter,  my  own  Fiefh  and  Blood,  and 
I’m  overjoy’d  to  difcover  fo  much  Good-nature  in 
thee. 

Belina.  How  welcome  and  agreeable  is  this  Sur¬ 
prize  ! 

Sir  Cred.  [To  Lady  Hip.]  I’m  very  glad,  Ma¬ 
dam,  I’ve  diicover’d  your  Afftftion,  too,  arid  heard 
the  fine  Panegyrick  you  made  upon  me.  —  A  grunt- 
ing,  grumbling,  filthy  Fellow j  always  faulting, 
coughing,  and  fpitting.—- -Pley !  Miftrefs.  Ah!  this 
is  fuch  a  LefTon  as  will  make  me  wifer  for  the  future, 
I  believe. 

Lady  Hip.  ?Tis  fuch  a  Lefibn,  Fool,  as  I  fhall  make 
thee  repent  having  ever  got  from  me.  Thou  fhalt  pay 
fo  dear  for  thy  Wifdom,  as  fhall  make  thee  wifh  thy 
felf  in  eafy  Delufion  again. 

Sir  Cred.  Mercy  o’ me!  What  a  Woman  ’tis!  — > 
Hark  ye,  Madam,  don’t  threaten,  for  I  fhall  now 
make  you  go  feek  your  Fortune,  inftead  of  my  Daugh¬ 
ter. 

Lady  Hip.  Wilt  thou  fo,  Man? 

Sir  Cred.  I  fhall  procure  a 'Will  to  take  all  manner 
of  Trouble  off  your  Hands  5  fo  you  may  foon  pack 
up,  I  believe,  all  that  belongs  to  you. 

Qmnes .  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Lady  Hip .  Say’ll  thou  fo,  my  Soul?  Haft  thou 
forgot,  then,  the  Five  Thoufand  Guineas,  and  as 

much 
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much  more  in  Notes,  that  were  hid  behind  the 
Wainfcot  ? 

Sir  Cred.  Ods  my  Heart!  what  a  Fool  have  I 
been! 

Lady  Hip .  And  now',  thou  {halt  be  altogether  as 
great  a  Wretch  $  for  i’ll  fo  chaftife  thee  for  this  Cu¬ 
rio  fit  y  !  I’ll  fo  trample  on  thee,  Worm  ! 

Sir  Cred.  Out  o’  my  Houfe,  I  fay. 

Lady  Hip.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  You  talk  wildly,  my  Dear ; 
you  are  light-headed,  and  don’t  know  it.— — “To  bed, 
to  bed,  Child,  and  fend  for  a  Doctor  and  Nurfe,  in  an 
Inftant. 

Belina.  How,  Madam !  I  can  no  longer  bear  to 
fee  my  Father  abus’d  in  this  manners  and  muft  tell 

you  — * 

Lady  Hip .  Peace,  Peace,  Child,  and  fbut  your 
Mouth  again  s  you’ll  fay  fome  foolifii  thing  elfe,  that 
will  make  one  blufh  for  you. 

Belina.  Blufti!  Fy  on  you!  you  are  an  audacious 
wicked  Woman. 

Beau .  Hold,  Madam,  ’tis  in  vain  to  make  any  Op- 
pofitions  where  all  Senfe  of  Shame  and  Decency  is 
loft,  Reproof  is  but  thrown  away. 

Lady  Hip.  Oh!  your  Servant,  Sir!  by  your  fage 
Looks  and  profound  Silence,  I  really  miftook  you  for 
a  rational  Creature  s  but  an  Afs  is  foon  known  when 
he* offers  to  bray. 

Prim.  I’gad,  fhe’li  prove  too  many  for  them  all. 

Sir  Cred.  Was  there  ever  fuch  Impudence!  I  dial! 
go  mad  indeed!  I  —  I—  I’m  all  on  Fire! 

Lady  Hip.  Then  fet  open  the  Windows,  and  cool 
your  fell,  my  Love,  whilft  I  go  abroad  in  purfuit  of 
iPleafure.  I  have  been  coop’d  in  an  Hofpital  long  e- 
nough  5  ’tis  but  juft  I  fhould  now  enjoy  the  Fruit  of 

my  Labour, - -Oh!  I  {hall  fo  harafs  you,  my  Dear, 

that  you  {hall  wifti  your  felf  as  dead  as  you  pretended 
t  o  b e .  [Exit  Lady  H  i  p , 

Sir  Cred.  \ Following  her  to  the  Door7\  Will  you  {o, 
Miftrefs?  Will  you  fo,  Miftrefs?  I’ll  take  care  how 

G  |  -  you 
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you  make  ufe  of  your  infolent  Tongue  in  this  Houfe 

any  more,  th.oh— - —  I — —  I  - - [ Returning.' ]  Why, 

why,  what  a  fhamdefs,  terrible  Tigrefs,  am  I  yok’d 
to? 

Heart,  [. From  the  Clofet. ]  So,  Brother,  now  you 
fee  — — — * 

“  Sir  Cred.  Yes,  yes  5  and  hear  too  with  a  Ven¬ 
geance. 

Prim.  I  fwear  folemnly,  I  could  never  have  imagin’d 
this. 

Heart .  However,  Brother,  the  Stratagem  has  not 
been  amifs,  fince  by  this  means  you  have  difcover’d  the 
real  Sentiments  of  your  Family,  and  learnt  where  to 
place  your  Affeftion  and  Favours. 

Sir  Cred.  My  dear  Girl,  how  fhall  I  requite  thee  for 
all  thy  Goodnels? 

Belina .  By  fuffering  me,  Sir,  to  ask  one  Bleffing  of 
you— -That  if  you  Can’t  approve  the  Inclination  of 
iny  Heart,  if  you  rejedt  the  honourable,  generous 
Beaumont ,  I  may  at  leaft  live  Angle  with  my  Father  > 
that  Favour’s  all  I  beg. 

Prim.  Nay,  Sir,  can  you  hold  out  againft  all  this? 

Heart.  Brother,  can  you  be  unmov’d  by  fo  much 
Duty  and  Love ! 

Sir  Cred.  Well,  let  the  Gentleman  turn  Phyfician, 
and  I’ll  confent  to  the  Match  $  turn  but  Phyfician, 
Sir,  and  I’ll  give  you  my  Daughter. 

Beau.  I’d  undertake  much  greater  Difficulties  on  that 
Condition,  Sir. 

Heart.  But,  Brother,  I  have  a  Thought  come  into 

my  Head - -  ev’n  turn  Phyfician  your  felf*  the  Con- 

yeniency  will  be  flill  greater,  to  have  within  your  felf 
every  thing  you  want. 

Sir  Cred.  1  fanfy,  Brother,  you  only  jefl  with  me. 
Am  I  of  an  Age  fit  to  apply  my  felf  to  Study? 

Heart .  Pooh !  Study  !  you  are  learn’d  enough  in  Con¬ 
fidence.  ’Tis  but  putting  on  the  Doctor’s  Gown  and 
Cap,  and  you’ll  have  more  Knowledge  in  an  Infiant, 
than  you’ii  know  what  to  do  withal. 

Prim* 
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Prim.  BeGdes,  Sir,  if  you  had  no  other  Qualifica¬ 
tion  than  this  MufF of  yours,  ’tvvould  go  a  great  way. 
A  MufF  is  more  than  Half  in  Half  in  the  making  of 
a  Doftor. 

Heart.  True. 

Prim.  And  when  once  you  are  a  Dodlor,  you’ll  be 
well  in  a  Trice*  for  there’s  no  Diflemper  fo  faucy  as 
to  meddle  with  the  Perfon  of  a  Phyfici&n, 

Heart .  Nay,  he  has  fo  much  Skill  already,  that  he 
has  cur’d  himfelf  of  the  worfl  Diflemper  he  had. 

Sir  Cred.  What  Diflemper,  Brother? 

Heart.  Your  Wife ,  Brother.  You  have  nothing 
more  to  do,  but  to  purge  ofF  the  Dottor%  and  you  are 
a  found  Man  again. 

Sir  Cred.  I  hear  you,  Sir. 

Heart .  But  now.  Brother,  give  your  Bleffing  here. 

Sir  Cred.  I  do,  and  my  Fortune  along  with  it,  as  a 
Recompence  for  fo  much  Duty  and  AfFe&ion  in  my 
Child. 

Heart.  ’Tis  generoufly  done.  Thus  you  have 
made  the  Story  of  To-night,  a  mofl  infiru£live  LefTon 
to  the  World.  This  juft  Reward  of  Duty  in  a  Daugh¬ 
ter,  and  Difappointment  of  a  wicked  Wife,  will  teach 
Mankind, 

That  tho’  awhile,  with  Grief  and  Cares  o’ercafl. 

Virtue  ftill  fhines  triumphant  at  the  lafl: 

Whilfl  Vice,  like  Meteors,  with  a  fickly  Flame, 

Glares  for  an  Hour,  then  finks  in  endlefs  Shame. 
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E  f  I  L  C  G  U  E. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  CIBBER,  Mr.  GRIFFIN, 
and  Mrs.  HERO  Ny  in  the  Characters  of 
Headpiece,  Hippish,  and  Primrose. 

Mrs.  Her.Hp  HE  Epilogue  - — - 

A  Mr.  Cib.  There's  none. 

Mrs.  Her.  - — - - - — —  PJhaf 

Mr.  Cib.  .  . — - — —»• — —  Nay's  no  Joke, 

The  Author  won't  permit  one  to  be  [poke. 

Mrs.  Her,  No  Epilogue  l  the  Man's  a  Fool,  Til  [wear  % 
Mr.  Cib.  Right ,  elfie  he  had  not  been  a  Wit ,  my  Dear* 

[Addreffing  himfelf  to  the  Audience.] 

However,  he  begs  this  Bufmefs  I'd  excufe  | 

And  gives  thefie  Re  a  fins  why  he  did  refufi : 

Fir  ft ,  to  the  Mode fi  and  the  Fair ,  he  fays 3 
The  Epilogues  in  vogue  to  modern  Flays , 

Are  fitch  fiat 9  naufeous,  witlefis ,  meanlefis  Cant 5 
He's  Jure  they'll  gladly  overlook  the  Want  $ 

And  to  that  Sex  finch  Reverence  he  does  bear , 

He  [corns  to  write  what  they  muft  blufio  to  hear . 

As  for  the  Criticks  —  he  can  ne'er  think  fit, 

Tloo '  they  Jh'ould  damn  his  Play ,  to  damn  the  Pit ; 

But ,  Jhould  they  condeficend  to  f  mile — -  why  then , 

To  [hew  his  Gratitude ,  he'll  write  again. 

Mrs.  Heron  advancing,  and  taking  Mr.  Cibber  by 

the  Sleeve. 

Mrs.  Her.  But  hold ,  Sir,  fince  the  Poet's  finch  an  Elf 
I'll  venture  to  fay  fomething  for  my  fielf. 

This  Moment  I  was  whifper'd  by  a  Smart, 

Gad’s  Life!  my  Dear,  you’ve  play’d  an  Under-part. 
But  he's  miftaken  —  mine's  the  noblefi  Poft, 

In  each  great  Houfe  in  Town  we  rule  the  Roaft : 

i.  ,  .  ••  ;  •  .  '  -  *  *  •  .  /  ;  For 


EPILOGUE. 

For  th o'  my  Lady -Wife  may  bounce  and  he  ft  or  9 
And  for  a  miftplac'd  Pin ,  or  Patchy  correct  hery 
Tet  ft  ill i  to  make  amends  for  this  Dif after , 

The  Maid  is  always  ,  y'ftrefe  of  her  Mafter  : 

This  the  great  Dames  with  fto  much  Envy  view9 
They  drefs  like  us ,  to  rob  us  of  our  Due  j 
In  round- ear'd  Coifi  white  Apr  on ,  and  fluff  Gown% 

Tour  Lady  Betties  trip  about  the  Town\ 

Whilft  wee  Sir  Fopling,  and  his  Brother  Beaux , 
Tran/ported^  ftep  into  their  Footmen's  Clothes  5 
Proud  of  the  Oaken  Club ,  and  tuck'd-up  Hair 9 
They  then ,  fir ft ,  really  are  what  they  appear : 

Thus  none ,  I'm  Jure ,  who  are  true  Friends  to  Love9 
But  muft  my  modijh  Character  approve . 

Mr.  Griffin  advancing. 

Mr.  Grif.  And  fiure ,  Sir  Hip  can  never  fail  to  pleafe? 
The  Doftor  now  is  the  polite  Difeafe ; 

That  Beau,  or  Belle,  is  judg'd  unready  who  doth  not 
At  ev'ry  Meal  quote  Cheney  and  Arbuthnot  5 
Applaud  fair  Water ,  with  Champaign  replete  | 

And)  after  fix  full  Cou  ffes ,  rail  at  Meat . 

Therefore  we  humbly  hope9  tho '  now- a- days 
A  fudden  Death's  the  Fate  of  mofi  new  Plays$ 

Since  from  the  D  oft  or' s  fatal  Clutches  got9 
A  longer  Life  will  be  our  fick  Man's  Lot. 

Mr.  Cibber  advancing  again. 

Mr.  Cib.  Poor  7,  an  Effex-Calf,  and  Headpiece,/?/^  $ 
That's  no  new  Character  for  me9  you'll  fay , 

I  aft  the  Calf  and  Headpiece  every  Day. 

I  own  the  Charge  with  Pride9  fince  by  that  means 
/  better  could  divert  you  in  thefe  Scenes : 

For  all  the  Fame  we  aim  at ,  is  to  raife 

Smiles  from  fiuch  Beauty ,  from  fuch  Judgment  P raife. 
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The  B  E  G  G  A  R’s  OPERA.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  la- 

Lincoln’s  Inn  Fields.  Written  by  Mr.  GAY. . Nos  hac  novimus  ejfe  nihil. 

Mart.  With  the  OU VERT U RE  in  SCORE,  the  SONGS  and  the 
BASSES,  (the  OUVERTURE  and  B  ASSES  Compos’d  byDr.PE- 
f  U S H)  Curioufly  Engrav’d  on  COPPER  PLATES. 

CHI\ON  to  ACHILLES.  A  P  O  E  M.  By  Hildebrand  Jacob,  Efqi 

cl{es  eft  fever  a  Vohtptus. 

In  OCTAVO. 

Fifty  One  NEW  FABLES  in  Verfe,  (Invented  for  the  Amtifement  of 
His  Highnefs  WILLIAM  Duke  of  Cumberland)  By  Mr.  GAY:  With 
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Juft  Piibijh  'd, 

MEMOIRS  of  the  LIFE  of  BA  RT  ON  BOOTH,  Efqj  With  his 
CHARACTER.  To  which  are  added  feveral  POETICAL  PIECES, 
written  by  Himfelf,  viz.  Tranflations  from  Horace,  Songs,  Odes,  &c.  To 
which  is  likewife  annex’d.  The  CASE  of  Mr.  BOOTH’S  laft  Illnefs,  and 
what  was  obferv’d  (particularly  with  regard  to  the  Quick-Silver  found  in  his 
Inteftines)  upon  Opening  of  his  Body,  in  the  Prefence  of  Sir  Hans  Sloan,  by 
Mr.  Alexander  Small,  Surgeon.  PubliA’d  by  an  Intimate  Acquaintance  of 
Mr.  Booth.  By  Confent  of  his  Widow.  . doUm  1 \ofdm  egit .  Hor. 


Lately  Publifh'd, 

Curioufty  Printed  in  SIX  POCKET  VOLUMES . 

The  MUSIC  A  L  MISCELLANY:  Being  a  Collcaic*  of  CHOICE 
SONGS  and  LYRiCK  POEMS,.  Set  to  M  U  S  I  C  K  by  the  moft  emi- 

Bent  MASTERS, 

(With  the  BAS$ES  to  each  Tune,  and  Tranfpos’d  foj 

the  FLUTE)  viz. 

Mr.  Artilio. 

Mr.  Gamin  iani. 

Mr.  D.  Purcell. 

Mr.  Barret. 

Mr.  Gough. 

M.  H.  Purcell. 

Mr.  Betts. 

Mr.  Grano. 

Mr.  Ramondon. 

Mr.  Bononci&f. 

Mr.  Graves. 

Mr.  Ravenfcraft. 

Mr.  Bradley. 

Dr.  Green. 

Mr.  David  Rizzio, 

Mr.  Brailsford. 

Mr.  Handel. 

Mr.  Seedo. 

Mr.  Burgefs. 

Mr.  Haym, 

Mr.  J.  Sheeles. 

Mr.  Carey. 

Mr.  Holmes. 

Mr.  Trevers. 

Mr.  Charke. 

Mr.  Holcoipb. 

Mr.  Vincent. 

Mr.  Cole. 

Mr.  Leveridge. 

Mr.  Webber. 

Dr.  Croft. 

Mr.  Monro. 

Mr.  Weldon. 

Mr.  Dieupart. 

Dr.  Fepufch. 

Mr.  Which  ell®. 

Mr.  Flemming. 

Mr.  Potter. 

Mr.  Antfi.  Young, 

Mr.  Galliatd. 

TRAGEDIES. 

CiELIA,  or  The  Perjur’d  LOVER.  A  True  Tragical  Story  fn  Common 
Life,  and  the  Incidents  very  Natural  and  Moving. 

PERIANDER,  King  of  Corinth:  A  Tragedy.  As  it  is  Acted  at  the 
Theatre  Royal  in  Lincoln’s-Inn  Fields.  Written  by  Mr.  JOHN  TRACY. 
To  which  is  prefix’d.  The  HISTORY  of  PERIANDER:  Extra&ed 
from  the  moft  Authentick  Greek  and  Latin  Kiftorians,  and  the  Chevalier 
T^amfa/s  Cyrus.  Addrels’d  to  the  Readers  and  Spe&ators  of  the  Trage¬ 
dy  of  P  E  R I  A  N  D  E  R. 

T I  MO  LEON.  A  Tragedy.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  by  Hi$ 
Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Mr.  Benjamin  Marryn.  The  Second  Edition. 

The  FATAL  EXTRAVAGANCE.  A  Tragedy.  As  it  is  A&ed 
the  Theatre  Royal  in  Lincoln’s- Inn  Fields,  Written  by  Mt.  Mitchell.  Th? 
Fourth  Edition  Corrected. 


DOUBLE  FALSHQOD;  ef.  The  PISTREST  LOVERS.  4 
Elay,  as  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Written  Originally 
by  Mr.  W.  Shakefpeare  ;  and  now  Revifed  and  Adapted  to  the  Stage  by  Mr^ 
Theobald,  the  Author  of  Shakefpeare  %ejtor'cU 
The  VIRGIN  Q_UEEN.  A  Tragedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal  in  Lincoln’s- Inn  fields.  Written  by  Mr.  Richard  Barford. 

The  FATE  of  VILLANY.  A  Play.  As  it  is  Aded  by  the  Company 
of  Comedians  at  the  Theatre  in  Goodman’s-Fields. 

SCANDERBEG.  A  Tragedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre  in  Good- 
man’s-Fields.  By  Mr.  Havard.  Va  man  Enfant  prend.  ta,  Fortune. 

The  TRAGEDY  of  TRAGEDIES;  or  The  Life  and  Death  of  TOM 
THUMB  the  GREAT.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre  in  the  Hay-Market* 
With  the  Annotations  of  H.  Scriblerys  Secundus. 

The  COVEN  T  GARDEN  TRAGEDY,  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  The- 
afr, e-Royal  in  Drury-L^tne.  By  His  Majefty’s  Servants. 

COMEDIES. 

The  MOTHER-IN-LAW;  or,  The  DOCTOR  the  DISEASE.  A  Co¬ 
medy. 

TIMON  in  LOVE;  or.  The  Innocent  Theft.  A  Comedy.  Taken 
from  T  HIM  ON  MIS  AN  THRQPE  of  the  SIEURDE  LISLE. 

The  CORNISH  SQUIRE.  A  Comedy.  Done  from  the  French  of 
MO  LI  ERE  by  the  late  Sir%  John  Vanbrugh,  Mr.  Walifc,  and  Mr. 
Congreve. 

The  PROVOK’D  HUSBAND;  or,  a  JOURNEY  to  LONDON* 
A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants* 
Written  by  the  late  Sir  John  Vanbrugh,  and  Mr.  Cibber.  The  Second  Edition. 

The  MISER.  A  Comedy.  Taken  from  Plautus  and  Moliere.  As  it  is 
Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  By- 
Henry  Fielding,  Efq; 

The  MODERN  HUSBAND.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the 
Theatre  Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  his  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Henry 
Fielding,  Efq; 

The  LOTTERY.  A  FARCE,  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal, 
by  his  Majefty’s  Servants,  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  MODISH  COUPLE.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  CHARLES  B  O  D  E  N  S,  Efq; 

The  LOVER.  A  COMEDY.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal 
in  Drury-Lane;  By  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Mr.  T  H  E  O  P  H I- 
LUS  CIBBER,  Comedian. 

The  COFFEE-HOUSE  POLITICIAN;  or,  the  }  U  S  TI  C  E  caught  in  his 
own  T  R  A  P.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre  in  Liacoin’s-Inn  Fields.  Writ¬ 
ten  by  Mr.  Fielding. 

The  HUMOURS  of  OXFORD.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the 
Theatre-Royal,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  a  Gentleman  of  Wad- 
ham-College. 

The  TEMPLE  BEAU.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre  in 
Goodman’s- Fields.  Written  by  Mr.  Fielding. 

The  DISSEMBLED  WANTON  ;  or.  My  S  O  N  get  M  O  N  E  Y.  A 
Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Lir.coln’s-Inn-Fields.  Writ¬ 
ten  by  Mr.  Welfted.  .  , 

LOVE  in  SEVERAL  MASQUES.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Aded  a 
the  Theatre-Royal,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Mr.  Fielding. 

The  AUTHOR’S  F  ARCE;  and  The  PLEASURES  of  the  TOWN* 
As.it  is  Aded  at  the  Theatre  in  the  Hay-Market. 


The  WIDOW  BEWITCH  *D.  A  Comedy;  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the 
Theatre  in  Goodman’s-Fields. 

The  LETTER-WRITERS;  or,  A  New  Way  to  keep  a  Wife  at  Home. 
A  Farce.  As  it  is  Acted  at  the  Theatre  in  the  Hay-Market.  Written  by  Scxib- 
lerus  Secundus. 

The  OLD  DEBAUCHEES.  A  Comedy.  As  it  is  Atted  at  the  Theatre- 
Royal  in  Drury-Lane. 

OPERAS  after  the  /7 A  LIMN  manner. 

DEBORAH.  An  ORATORIO  :  Or,  Sacred  Drama.  As  it  is  Perform’d 
at  the  King’s  Theatre  in  the  Hay-Market.  The  Mufick  Compos’d  by  Mr.  HAN¬ 
DEL.  The  Words  by  Mr.  HUMPRHEYS. 

ATHALIA.  An  ORATORIO:  or  SACRED  DRAMA.  As  Per¬ 
form’d  at  the  Theatre  in  Oxford.  At  the  Time  of  the  Publick  Aft.  The 
Mufick  Compos’d  by  Mr.  HANDEL.  The  Drama  by  Mr.  HUMPHREYS. 

A  C I S  and  GALATEA:  An  Englifli  Paftoral  OPERA  in  Three  A&s. 
fet  to  Mufick  by  Mr.  HANDEL. 

V  LT  S  S  E  S.  An  OPERA.  As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in 
LincolnVlnn  Fields.  The  Mufick  Compos’d  by  Mr.  JOHN  CHRISTOPHER 
SMITH ,  Junior.  The  Words  by  Mr.  HVM PURE  YS. 

AMELIA.  A  New  Englifli  OPERA.  As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the  New 
Theatre  in  the  Hay-Market.  Set  to  Mufick  by  Mr.  John  Frederick  Lampe. 

OPERAS  with  the  MU  SICK. 

The  BEGGAR’S  OPERA.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in 
Xincoln’s-Inn  Fields.  Written  by  Mr.  Gay.  The  Second  Edition  :  To  which 
is  Added  the  Ouverture  in  Scores  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  TUNES  to  the  SONGS  in  the  BEGGAR’S  OPERA  Tranfpos’d  for 
the  FLUTE.  Containing  Sixty  Nine  Ansi. 

The  INTRIGUING  CHAMBERMAID.  A  Comedy.  By  Henry 
Fielding,  Efq;  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song.  To  which  is  prefix’d 
an  Epiftle  from  the  Author  to  Mrs.  Clive. 

A  C  HI  LLE  S.  An  OPERA:  Written  by  the  late  Mr.  GAY.  The  Second 
Edition.  To  which  is  added  the  LIFE  of  ACHILLES,  Extracted  from 
various  Authors. 

The  LIVERY  RAKE,  and  COUNTRY  LASS.  An  OPERA.  As 
it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatres  in  Drury-Lane  and  tfie  Hay-Market.  With  the 
Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  BOARDING-SCHOOL;  or,  The  SHAM  CAPTAIN.  An 
OPERA.  As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  His 
Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  the  Author  of  The  Beggar’s''  Wedding,  and 
The  Devil  to  Pay.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  DEVIL  to  PAY;  or,  The  WIVES  METAMORPHOS’D.  An 
O  P  E  R  A.  As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Bv  His 
Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  the  Author  of  the  Beggar’s  Wedding.  Witfi 

the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  MOCK  DOCTOR;  or.  The  DUMB  LADY  Cur’d.  A  Comedy. 
Done  from  MOLIEP.E.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane* 
By  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Soup. 


TheHlGHL  AND-FAIR;  oiUNION  oftlieCLANS.  An  OPERA; 
As  it  is  A&ed  at  *he  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants. 
Written  by  Mr.  MITCHELL.  With  the  MUSICK,  (which  wholly  confifts  of 
Scots  TUNES)  Prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  JOVIAL  CREW.  A  Comic  Opeia.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre* 
Royal,  by  his  Majefty’s  Servants. 

SILVIA;  or,  the  C  O  U  N  T  R  Y  B  U  R I  A  L.  An  Opera.  As  it  is  A&ed 
at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Lincoln’s  -  Inn  Fields.With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  ip 
each  Song.  Written  by  Mr,  L I L  L  O,  Author  of  the  Tragedy  of  G  E  O  R  G  E 
BARNWELL. 

LOVE  in  a  RIDDLE.  A  PASTORAL.  As  it  is  Afted  at  the  Thea* 
tre-Royal  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Mr.  Cibber.  With  the  Mu- 
lick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  VILLAGE  OPERA.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  by  His 
Majefty’s  Servants.  Written  by  Mr,  Johnfon,  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to 
each  Song. 

The  LOVER’s  OPERA.  As  it  is  Afted  at  the  Theatre  Royal  in  Drury-Lane. 
Written  by  Mr.  Chetwood.  The  Third  Edition,  with  Alterations:  And  the 
Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

MOMUS  turn’d  FABULIST:  Or,  VULCAN’s  WEDDING.  An  Ope¬ 
ra:  After  the  Manner  of  the  Beggar’s  Opera.  As  it  is  perform’d  at  the  Thea¬ 
tre-Royal  in  Lincoln’s-Inn  Fields.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  FASHIONABLE  LADY;  or  H<A\LEgV  IN’s  OPERA.  In 
the  Manner  of  a  R  E  H  E  A  R  S  A  L.  As  it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatre  in 
Goodman’s- Fields.  Written  by  Mr.  Ralph,  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each 
Song. 

P^i  TIE  and  PEGGY:  Of,  the  FAIR  FOUNDLING.  A  Scotch-  Ballad 
Opera.  As  it  is  A&ed  at  the  Theatre-Roytii  in  Drury-Lane.  With  the  Mu¬ 
fick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

DJ  MG  N  and  P  Hi  L  LI  D^A  A  Ballad  Opera  of  One  A&.  As  it  is  Per¬ 
formed  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to 
each  Song. 

The  CHAMBER-MAID.  A  BALLAD  OPER  A  of  One  Ad.  As 
it  is  Perform’d  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  by  His  Majefty’s  Servants.  With  the 
Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  QJJ  AKER’s  OPERA.  As  perform’d  at  Lee’s  and  Harper’s  Great 
Theatrical  Booth  in  Bartholomew-Fair.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each 

Song. 

ROBIN  HOOD.  An  OPERA.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song. 

The  GENEROUS  FREE-MASON:  or,  The  CONSTANT  LADY.  With  the 
Humours  of  Squire  Noodle,  and  his  Man  Doodle.  A  Tragi- Comi-Farcical 
Ballad  Opera.  In  Three  Ads.  With  the  Mufick  prefix’d  to  each  Song, 


t 


r 


Lately  Puhlijhed, 

(Being  a  very  proper  PRESENT  to  young  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  at 

BOARDING-SCHOOLS,  &c.  not  only  as  a  great  Inducement 

to  their  learning  the  French  Language ,  hut  likewife  the  mofl  Chafte, 

Moral,  and  Diverting  Amufement  to  employ  their  Leifure  Hours) 

***  \  SELECT  COLLECTION  of  MOLlE\E's  COMEDIES, 
"French  and  Englifh ,  m  EIGHT  POCKET  VOLUMES,  neatly  Printed 
cu:  a  Fine  Paper,  with  a  Curious  Frontifpiece  to  each  Comedy  To  which  is 
p  .x’d  a  Curious  P  RI  N  T  of  the  A  U  T  H  O  R,  and  his  L  IF  E  in  French 
and  Englt/h  y  Extracted  from  Monfieur  Bayle,  Rapm ,  8cc. 

N;  B.  The  Tranflation  is  entirely  New,  and  was  undertaken  by  feveral  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  who  all  join’d  and  confulted  together  about  every  Part  of  it;  in 
which  particular  Care  has  been  had  to  keep  as  clofe  as  poffible  to  the  Origi¬ 
nal,  and  obferve  the  very  Words  of  the  Author  as  well  as  the  Senfe,  fo  far  as 
was  conlifterit  with  the  Freedom  and  Spirit  of  the  Dialogue,  in  order  to  make 
it  more  ierviceabie  to  thofe  of  our  own  Nation,  who  defire  an  Acquaintance 
with  the  Language  or  Genius  of  their  Neighbours;  and  likewife  to  Foreigners 
who  may  have  the  fame  Inclination  with  refped  to  Us. 

1  .  .  t 

Lately  Publijh’d. 

The  TRAVELS  and  ADVENTURES  of  the  sieur  JACQUES  MASSE. 
Being  a  very  entertaining  Account  of  his  Arrival  in  an  unknown  Country  in 
Terra  ^Auflralis,  after  having fuffer’d  two  Shipwrecks:  Of  theftrangc  Manned 
and  Cuftoms  of  the  People :  Of  his  curious  Conventions  with  the  Prieftst 
Judges,  and  with  the  KING  himfelf,  on  the  Subjects  of  Religion,  Trade,  a  ns; 
almoft  all  the  Arts  and  Sciences:  Of  his  Paflage  from  the  Southern  Coun- 
,  tries  to  Goa,  where  he  was  imprifon’d  in  the  Inquifition:  Of  his  being  taken; 
by  Pirates  in  his  Voyage  from  thence  to  Lisbon ;  and  of  his  Ranfom  from 
Slavery,  and  Arrival  at  London :  Befides  many  other  moft  diverting  Inci¬ 
dents,  which  are  very  agreeably  interfpers’d  in  the  Narrative. 

LETTERS  of  ABELARD  and  HELOISE.  To  which  is  prefix’d  a  parti¬ 
cular  Account  of  their  Lives,  Amours,  and  Misfortunes,  extraded  chiefly 
from  Monfieur  BAYLE.  Tranflated  fjwm  the  French,  by  the  late  JOHN 
HUGHES,  Efqs 

The  Works  of  Mr.  Henry  Needier ;  confifting  of  ORIGINAL  POEMS; 
TRANSLATIONS,  ESSAYS  and  LETTE  RS.  Nemo  parum  din 
vixit,  qui  Virtutis  perfeds  perfedo  fundus  eft  munere.  Cicero  de  content- 
nenda  Morte.  The  Second  Edition.  Pubiilh’d  by  Mr.  Duncombe. 

In  OCTAVO . 

The  V  O  Y  A  G  E  S  and  A  DVE  NTU  RE  S  of  CAPTAIN  "ROBERT  BOTLEi 
In  feveral  Parts  of  the  World.  Intermix’d  with  the  Story  of  Mrs.  Villars ,  an 
Englijh  Lady  with  whom  he  made  his  furprizing  Efcape  from  Barbary ;  The 
Hiftory  of  an  Italian  Captive  i  and  the  Life  of  Don  Pedro  ^Aqailio,  See.  Full 
of  various  and  amazing  Turns  of  Fortune.  To  which  is  added,  The  Voyage, 
Shipwreck,  and  Miraculous  Prefervation  of  "Richard  Cafielman ,  Gent.  With  a 
Defcription  of  the  City  of  Philadelphia}  and  the  Country  of  Penfylvania,  Ths 
Second  Edition* 


lately  Pullijh'd ,  with  the  Addition  of  Nine  PIECES  (mark'd  thus  * 
in  this  Advertlfement )  and  Adorn'd  with  curious  CUTTS  De 
fign'd  by  Mr  John  Vanderbank  and  Mr.  Highmore,  and Engrav'd 
by  Mr .  Gerard  Vaiidergucht,  the  Second  Edition  of 


*** 


A  SELECT  COLLECTION  of  NOVELS  and  HISTO¬ 
RIES.  In  Six  Volumes.  Written  by  the  moft  Celebrated  Authors  in  feveral 
Languages.  Many  of  which  never  appear’d  in  Englifh  before.  All  New 
Tranllated  and  Compiled  from  the  moft  Authenrick  Originals. 


VOL.  I.  Containing 
All  Extraft  of  Monfieur  Huet’s  Dif- 
courfe  concerning  the  Original  of 
Romances. 

ZAYDE. 

The  Marriage  ofBelphegor. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Melefi&hon. 
The  Jealous  Eftremaduran. 

*  The  Hiftory  and  Fail  of  the  Lady 
Jane  Grey. 

*  The  Adventures  on  the  Black  Moun¬ 
tains. 

VOL.  II.  Containing 
The  Princefs  of  Cleves. 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn. 

The  Force  of  Friendihip. 

*  Charon  :  or,  The  Ferry  Boat. 

The  Hiftory  of  the  Captive. 

VOL.  Ill,  Containing, 

Don  Carlos. 

The  Hiftory  of  Count  Belflox  and 
Leonora  de  Cefpedes. 

The  Curious  Impertinent. 

*  The  Hiftory  of  Jane  Shore. 

The  Prevalence  of  Blood. 

The  Liberal  Lover. 

The  Beautiful  Turk. 


VOL.  IV,  Containing 
The  Happy  Slave. 

The  Rival  Ladies. 


^  n  ana 

Fair  Rofamond. 

The  Innocent  Adultery. 

The  Hiftory  of  the  Confpiracy  of  the 
Spaniards  againft  the  Republick  of 
Venice. 

VOL.  V.  Containing 
The  Little  Gypfy. 

Ethelinda. 

The  Amour  of  Count  Palviano  and 
Eleonora. 


*  The  Unhappy  Favourite :  Or,  the 
Fall  of  Robert  Earl  of  E flex. 

Scanderbeg  the  Great. 

VOL.  VI.  Containing, 

The  Life  of  Caftruccio  Caftracani  of 
Lucca. 

The  Loves  of  Ofmin  and  Daraxa, 
The  Spanifli  Lady  of  England. 

The  Lady  Cornelia. 

*  The  Hiftory  of  Maflanielo. 

The  Falfe  Dutchefs. 

*  Memoirs  of  the  Imprifonment  and 
Death  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 


The  Third  Edition  of 

R  O  X  A  L  L*s  FABLES  of  ^Efop  and  Others.  Newly  done  into 
XRghm.  With  an  Application  to  each  Fable.  Hluftrated  with  Cutts. 

- — —•  garrit  aniles 

Ex  re  Fabellas- -  Hor. 


The  FAIR  CIRCASSIAN,  a  Dramatick  Performance.  Done  from 
the  Original  by  a  Gentleman-Commoner  of  Oxford.  To  which  are  added 
feveral  Occafional  Poems,  by  the  fame  Author. 

LesAVANTURESdeTELEMAQUE  Fils  d’Uiyflc.  Par  feu  Mef- 
fire  Francois  de  Salignac  de  la  Motte  Fenelon,  Precepreur  de  Mefleigneurs, 
les  Entans  de  France,  &  depuis  Archeveque  Due  de  Cambrai,  Prince  du  laint 
JEmpire,  &c.  Nouvelle  Edition  conforme  au  Manu.f«ript  original.  Ayec 
Remarries  pour  l^claiiciflement  de  ces  Ouyrage, 


. j  lately  Publijh'd ,  curioufty  Printed  In  One  Volume  m  O  C  TA  VO} 

DIONYSlI  LONGINI  de  SUBLIMIT  ATE  COMMENT  ARIUS,  quem 
Hova  Verfione  donayit*  Notis  illuftravir,  6c  partim  Manufcriptorum  ope,  par- 
tim  conje&urd  emendavit  (additis  etiam  omnibus  ejufdem  Au&orisFragmentis) 
ZACH  ARIAS  PEARCE,  S.  T.  P.  Regia:  Majeftati  a  Sacris  Domefticis,  6cc. 
Editio  fecunda,  Notis  3c  Emendationibus  au&ior.  Ex  Officina  Jacobi  Toulon, 
$C  Johannis  Watts. 

BVCK^II  NOVUM  TESTAMENTUM  Grece. 

C.  JULII  CiESARIS  quae  extant,  accuratiffime  cum  Libris  Editis 
&  MSS.  optimis  Collata,  Recognita  6c  Corre&a.  Accefierunt  Anttota- 
tiones  Samuelis  Clarke,  S.  T.  P.  Item  Indices  Locorum,  Rerumque  6c  Ver- 
borum,  Utiliffimi.  Ex  Officina  Jacobi  Tonfon,  &  Johannis  Watts. 

Lately  Publijh'd ,  by  Ur.  M  A  I  T  T  A  I  R  E,  very  Convenient  for 

SCHOOLS,  Curioufly  and  Corre&ly  Printed  in  Duodecimo, 
the  follow  mg  Books ,  to  be  had  of  the  Book  fellers  both  of 

Town  of  Country . 

NOVUM  TESTAMENTUM.  Grzecb. 

SOPH-OCLIS  Tragoedize  feptem.  Cum  Verfione  Latina  &  fde&is  quL 
bufdam  vatiis  Ledionibus. 

H  O  ME  R I  Ilias.  Adjicitur  in  Calcem  Interpretatio  Latina.  Scholis  in 
'  Anglia  Celeberrimis  ;  Etonenfi,  Wcftmonafterienfi  Regiis  5  Wintanienfi,  Car- 
thufianze,  Paulina:  6c  Mercatorum  fcifforum,  hzec  Homeri  Editio,  in  Earura 
przecipue  Ufum  Concinnata,  humillirne  Offertur  Dedicaturque. 

p.  VIRGILII  MARONIS  Opera. 

O*  H  OR  AT  II  PL  AC  Cl  Opera. 

CA  TULL  I,  TIBULLI,  6cPROPERTII  Opera. 

js,  OVIDII  NASONIS  Opera,  tribus  tomis  comprehenfa. 

PUB  L II  TERENTII  Carthaginienfis  Afri  Comoedize  fex. 

TITI  LUCPvETII  CAR!  de  RerUm  Natura  libri  fex. 

M.  AN  NAM  LUCANI  Pharfaiia  :  five  de  Bello  Givili  Inter  Caefifc 
xem  6c  Pompeium  libri  decern. 

PH1DRI  Aug.  Liberti  Fabularum  ALfopicarum  libri  quinque;  item  Fa- 
bula:  quzedam  ex  MS.  veteri  \  Marquardo  Gudio  defcriptze  ;  cum  Indice  Vo- 
cum  6c  Locutionuni.  Appendicis  loco  adjiciuntur  Fabulze  Grzecze  quzedam  6c 
Latinze  ex  variis  Authoribus  colledze  quas  elaudit  Avieni  ^Efopicarum  Fabu~ 
latum  liber  unicus. 

D.  JUNII  JUVENALIS  6c  AULI  PERSII  F  L  A  C  C I  Satyrse. 

M.  VALERII  MART1ALIS  Epigrammata. 

CHRISTUS  PATIENS,  Rapini  carmen  Keroicum. 

MUSARUM  ANGLICANARUM  ANALECTA:  live  Poem* 
ta  quzedam  melioris  Not#,  feu  hadenus  Inedita,  feu  fparfim  Edita,  in- duo' 
Volumina  congefta.  Editio  Qparta,  Prioribus  audior. 

T.  L1VII  PATAVINI  Hiftoriarum  ab  Urbe  condita  Libri  qui  fuperfunf. 
In  6  Vol. 

C.  FLINII  CECILII  Secundi  Epiftolze  6c  Panegyricus. 

CORNELII  NEPOTIS  excellentium  Imperatorum  Vitae. 

LUC  I U  S  aNNjEUS  FLQRUS.  Cui  fubjungitur  Lucii  Ampelii  libes 

memorialis.  ( 

C  A  1 1  SALLUSTII  CR1SPI  quae  extant. 

VELLEII  PATERCULI  Hiftorize  Romanse  quae  fuperfimt. 

J  U  S  T I N  I  Hiftoriarum  ex  Trogo  Fompeio  libri  XJAV. 

Q.CURTIUS  RUFUS  de  rebus  geftis  Alexandri  Magni. 

C.  JULII  CAl  SARIS  6c  A,  HIRTil  de  rebus  a  C.  Julio  Caefaie 
geftis  Commentarii :  Cum  C.  JuT.  Czcfasris  Fragmentis. 

CON  CIO  N  ES  6c  ORA  T I  ONES  ex  Hilloiicis  Ladnis  excerpt** 


